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Comt,  bun  mn  laiis,  aiib  rtab  tbfiii  if  nou  list; 
Vth  pcnsibc  pubCu,  if  nou  list  not,  bun. 
(Home,  for  nou  koh)  nu.     .^  am  be  tubo  sunq 
(Df  Jllistcr  Co(t,  anil  |  am  be  tobo  fnmcb 
(Df  5iliI)i)icomb  tbc  bilb  anb  toonhous  souij. 


fe  JU)('>n 


(Toiiif,  lislrn  to  mn  lars,  :nii)  nou  sliiill  hew 

^otu  JJlorbstuorth,  battling  for  the  l^nnrfnlf's  torcath, 

IBorc  to  thf  bust  thf  trrriblf  ;*^it^>b:ill : 

^otu  ,|1.  11.  iLi'lillis  for  jjis  rountrn's  qoob, 

^n  fomplftf  stfcl,  all  bobic-hnibrb  at  point, 

fooh  lobqinQs  in  llu  Snapping  turtle's  Inomb. 

(Tomf,  listen  to  mn  lans,  anb  nou  shall  bear 

ifbf  minqlfb  music  of  all  mobrrn  barbs 

(floating  aloft  in  such  prruliar  strains, 

^Is  strikf  thnnsclbfs  toitb  cnbn  anb  amajc ; 

^ox  nou  *'  briaht-barpcb  "  f  nmnson  shall  sinq ; 

^araulag  rbant  a  mort  tban  iloman  lag ; 

^nb  Snlhjfr  ^'ntion,  it'ntton  ¥iulbfr  erst, 

Jlnsftn  amibst  a  mrtaphnsir  fog, 

^otol  mtlanrboln  bomaqc  to  the  moon : 

^Por  nou  onct  mort  JHontqomrrn  shall  rabr 

?n  all  bis  rapt  rapibitn  of  rbiinu  ; 

Jlankffntb  (Tockaiqnf  sball  pipe  his  punn  note, 

3lnb  our  nounq  (^nqlanb's  pcnnn  trumpet  blolu. 


r^ 


X'^^ 


i^> 


The  iUohcn  llitcbtr. 


It  was  a  Moorish  maiden  was  sitting  by  a  well. 

And  what  the  maiden  thou^'lit  of,  I  cannot,  cannot  tell, 

When  by  there  rode  a  valiant  knight  from  tlic  town  of 

Oviedo  — 
Alphonzo  Guzman  was  he  hight,  the  Count  of  Tololedo. 


*'  Oh,  maiden,  ^loorish  maiden,  whv  sitt'st  thou  bv  the 

spring  ] 
Say,  dost  thou  seek  a  lover,  or  any  other  thing  \ 
Why  dost  thou  look  upon  me,  with  eyes  so  dark  and  wide, 
And  wherefore  doth  the  pitcher  lie  broken  by  thy  side  ?" 


THE    RIU>KKN    PlTrilKIl. 


"  1  vlu  not  sork  ;i  lover,  thou  Christian  kni^'ht  so  gay, 
I  r>ecanso  an  article  like  that  hatli  never  ronje  my  way  ; 

An«l  why  I  paze  upon  you,  I  cannot,  cannot  tell, 
Kxcfpt  that  in  your  iron  hose  you  look  uncounnon  swell. 

"  My  j)itcher  it  is  Ijroken,  an«l  tliis  the  reason  is, — 
A  shepherd  came  l»ehind  me,  and  trird  U)  snatch  a  kiss  ; 
1  wouhl  not  stand  his  nonsense,  so  ne'er  a  word  1  spoke, 
i  r.ut  scoH'd  him  on  the  costard,  and  so  the  jug  was  broke. 


"  My  uncle,  the  Alcayde,  he  waits  for  me  at  liome, 
And  will  not  tike  his  tumbler  until  Zorayda  come  : 
I  cannot  bring  him  water — the  i)it^'her  is  in  pieces — 
And  ^  I'm  sure  to  catch  it,  'cos  he  wallops  all  his  nieces." 

"Oh,  mai<len,  Moorish  maiden  !  wilt  thou  ])e  ruled  by  me  I 
So  wipe  thine  eyes  and  rosy  lips,  and  give  me  kis.ses  three ; 
And  I'll  give  thee  ray  helmet,  thou  kind  an«l  courteous  lady, 
To  carry  liomc  tlie  water  t<>  thy  un<l«',  the  Alcayde." 

He  liu'hU'd  down  from  off  hi:»  stfed — h«'  tied  him  to  a 

trf,*e — 
He  bent  him  to  the  maiden,  and  he  took  his  kisses  three  ; 
**To  wrong  thee,  sweet  Zorayda,  I  swear  would  be  a  sin  !" 
.:Vnd  he  knelt  him  at  the  fountain,  and  he  dipped   his 

helmet  in. 


Till,   I!i:<»kf;n   riTciiKH. 


1  'p  rose  thu  Muoiisli  Diaideii — behind  the  kni^'lil  she  steals, 
And  (-au^'ht  Alphonzo  (Inznirin  in  a  tAvinkliiif:  l>v  tlie  liecls  : 
She  tip}ied  liini  in,  and  lield  liini  downbcneatli  the  bnbbling 

\s-ater, — 
"  Now,  take  thou  that  for  venturing  to  kiss  Al  Ilaniet's 

daughter  ! " 

A  Christian  maid  is  weeping  in  tlie  tt)wn  of  ( )viedo  ; 
She  waits  tlie  coming  of  her  love,  the  Count  of  Tololedo. 
1  pray  you  all  in  charity,  that  you  will  never  tell, 
How  he  met  the  Moorish  maiden  beside  the  lonely  well. 


*-v. 


^ 


t^ 


\yr 


■    ^x\v 


lion  yftnanlio  e^^oiucrs;ilc5. 


Prom  Uu»  SpAQlab  of  AsUey'a. 


J  )n.\  FKRNAMK^CioMKiisALKZ !  bo-scly  havo 
they  l>orne  tboe  down  ; 

I*acc8  ten  behind  thy  charger  i.s  thy 
glorious  body  thrown  ; 

Fetters  have  they  l>ound  upon  thee — iron 
fetters,  fast  and  sure  ; 

I  )on  Fernando  GonirTsalez,  thou  art  cap- 
tive V^  the  Moor ! 


|H»\     KKKNANUi)    li«J.\!KJi.>5Al.K/. 


Lon.u'  witliin  a  din^^y  dunf^eon  pined  that  bravo  and  no])K' 

knight, 
For  the  Saracenic  warriors  well  thoy  knew  and  feared  lii? 

might ; 
Long  he  lay  and  long  he  languished  on  his  dripping  bed 

of  stone, 
Till  the  cankered  iron  fetters  ate  their  wav  into  his  bone. 


On  the  twentieth  day  of  August — 'twas  the  least  (d'  false 

Mahound — 
Came  the  Moorish  population  from  the  neighbouring  cities 

round  ; 
There  to  hold  their  foul  carousal,  there  to  dance  and  there 

to  sing, 
And  to  pay  their  yearly  homage  t<»  Al-Widdicomb,  the 

Kinir ! 


First  they  wheeled  their  supple  coursei*s,  wheeled  them  at 

their  utmost  speed. 
Then  they  galloped  by  in  squadrons,  tossing  far  the  light 

jereed ; 
Then  around  the  circus  racing,  fiister  than  the  swallow 

flies. 
Did  they  spurn  the  yellow  sawdust  in  the  rapt  sj)ectator's 

eyes. 


IK»N    KKUXANlK*    <;(>.Mi:Hl>AI.Fa. 


Proudly  did  the  Moonsli   monarch  evfrj'  passinj^  warrior 

greet, 
As  he  sate  enthronod  above  them,  witli  the  lamps  beneath 

his  feet ; 
"Toll  me,  thou  black-bearded  Cadi  '    irr-  there  any  in  the 

land, 
1  iiat  a^'ainst  m v. janissaries  dare  one  hour  in  combat  stand ? " 


Then  the  >x*arded  Cadi  answered — "  l»e  not  wroth,  my  lord, 

the  Kin^', 
If  thy  faithful  slave  shall  venture  to  observe  one  little  thing ; 
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Valiant,  doubtless,  are  thy  wairiuis,  and  their  beards  arc 

long  and  hairy, 
And  a  thunderbolt  in  battle  is  each  bristly  janissary  : 

"  But  I  cannot,  O  my  sovereign,  quite  forget  that  fearful 

^hiy, 
When  I  saw  the  Christian  army  in  its  terrible  array ; 
AVTien  they  charged  across  the  footlights  like  a  torrent 

down  its  bed, 
With  the  red  cross  floating  o'er  them,  and  Fernando  at 

their  head  ! 

"  I  )on  Fernando  Gomersalez !  matchless  chieftain  he  in  war, 
Mightier  than  Don  Sticknejo,  braver  than  the  Cid  Bivar ! 
Not  a  cheek  within  (Grenada,  0  my  King,  but  wan  and 

})ale  is, 
When   they  hear  the  dreaded   name   c»f   Don   Fernando 

Gomersalez  ! " 

"  Thou  shalt  see  thy  champion,  Cadi  !  hither  quick  the 

captive  bring  ! " 
Thus  in  wrath  and  deadly  anger  spoke  Al-Widdicomb,  the 

King  : 
"  Paler  than  a  maiden's  forehead  is  the  Christian's  hue,  I 

ween, 
Since  a  year  within  the  dungeons  of  Cirenada  he   hath 

been ! " 
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Then   tliey   broui^lit   the   Gomersalez,  ami    llicy  led  the 

warrior  in  ; 
Weak  anil  wasted  seemed  his  body,  and  his  face  was  jiale 

and  thin  ; 
liut  the  ancient  fire  was  burning,  unallayed,  within  his  eye, 
An«l  his  stop  was  proud  and  stately,  antl  his  look  was  stern 

and  high. 

Scarcely   from   tumultuous  cheering   could   the  galleried 

crowd  refrain. 
For  they  knew  Don  Gomersalez  and  his  prowess  in  the 

plain  ; 
iJut  they  feared  the  grizzly  despot  and  his  myrmidons  in 

steel. 
So  their  sympathy  descended  in  the  fruitage  of  Seville. 

"  ^^^ler<'fore,  monarch,  hast  thou  brought  me  from  the 

dungeon  dark  and  drear. 
Where  these  limbs  of  mine  have  wastod  in  confinement 

for  a  year  ? 
Dost  thou  lead  me  forth  to  torture  ? — liack  and  pincers 

I  defy  ! 
Is  it  that  thy  base  grotesfjuos  may  behold  a  hero  die  ?" 

'*  Hold  thy  i>eace,  thou  Christian  caitiff,  and  attend  to  what 

I  say  ! 
Thou  art  called  the  starkest  rider  of  the  .Spanish  cur's  array : 
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If  thy  courage  be  uiKluuiited,  as  they  say  it  was  of  yore, 
Thoii   may'st  yet  achieve  thy  freedom, — yet  regain  thy 
iiativ(.'  shore. 

"  Courses  three  within  this  circus  'gainst  my  warriors  slialt 

tliou  run, 
Ere   yon  weltering   pasteboard  ocean    shall  receive  yon 

muslin  sun  ; 
Victor — thou  shalt  have  thy  freedom  ;   but  if  stretched 

upon  the  plain, 
To  thy  dark  and  dreary  dungeon  they  shall  hale  thee  back 

again." 

"  Give  me  but  the  armour,  monarch,  I  have  worn  in  many 

a  field. 
Give  me  but  my  trusty  helmet,  give  me  but  my  dinted 

shield  ; 
And  my  old  steed,  Bavieca,  swiftest  courser  in  the  ring, 
And  I  rather  should  imagine  thatl'lldothebusiness,  King !" 

Then  they  carried  down  the  armour  from  the  garret  where 

it  lay, 
O  !  but  it  was  red  and  rusty,  and  the  plumes  were  shorn 

away  : 
And  they  led  out  Bavieca  from  a  foul  and  filthy  van, 
For  the  conqueror  had  sold  him  to  a  ^loorish  dogs'-meat 

man. 


12  I'"N    rr.HNAM'"    CoMKHSALKZ. 


Wlion  the  sioed  Itphrld  liis  Tiinstor.  tluii  ho  uliiimicd  haul 

and  free, 
Aiui  in  token  of  siilijrction,  knelt  ui>on  cacli  liroken  knee; 
And  a  tear  of  wahuit  largeness  to  the  warrior's  eyelids 

rose, 
As   he   fondly   i>ickod   a  bean-straw   from    his   coughing 

courser  s  nose. 

•*  Many  a  time,  O  Bavieca,  hast  thou  borne  me  through 

the  fray  ! 
Ikiar  me  but  again  as  deftly  through  the  listed  ring  this 

day  ; 
Or  if  thou  art  worn  and  feeble,  as  may  avcH  have  come  to 

pass, 
Time  it  is,  my  trusty  charger,  both  of  us  were  sent  to  grass  I " 

Then  he  seized  his  lance,  and  vaulting  in  the  saddle  sate 

upright  ; 
Marble  seemed  the  noble  courser,  iron  seemed  the  mailed 

knight ; 
And  a  cry  of  admiration  burst  from  every  Moorish  lady — 
"Five  to  four  on  Don  Fernando  I"  cried  the  sable-bearded 

Cadi. 

Warriors  three  from  Alcantara  burst  into  the  listed  space, 
Warriors  three,  all  bred  in  battle,  of  the  proud  Alhambra 
race  : 
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'rrninpots  soinuU'd,  coursors  bounded,   :ind   the  foremost 

strai.i;ht  went  down, 
Tuni1)lin.u,  like  a  sack  of  turnips,  just  before  the  jeering 

Clown. 

In  tli^  second  chieftain  galloped,  and  he  bowed  him  to  the 

King, 
And  his  saddle-girths  were  tightened  by  the  Master  of  the 

King  ; 
Through  three  blazing  hoops  he  bounded  ere  the  desperate 

fight  began — 
Don  Fernauilo  I  bear  thee  bravely  I — 'tis  the  Moor  Abdor- 

rhoman  ! 

Like  a  double  streak  of  lightning,  clashing  in  the  sulphurous 

sky, 
Met  the  pair  of  hostile  heroes,  and  they  made  the  sawdust 

fly; 

And  the  Moslem  spear  so  stiflly  smote  on  Don  Fernando's 

mail, 
That  he  reeled,  as  if  in  liquor,  back  to  liavieca's  tail : 

But  he  caught  the  mace  beside  him,  and  he  griped  it  hard 

and  fast. 
And  he  swung  it  starkly  upwards  as  the  foeman  bounded 

past ; 


I 


And  the  deadly  stroke  descended  tlirou^h  the  skull  and 

through  the  brain. 
As  ye  may  have  seen  a  poker  cleave  a  cocoa-nut  in  twain. 

Sore  astonislu'd  was  the  monarch,  and  the  Moorish  warriors 

all, 
Siive   the   thinl   bold   chief,  who  tarried  and   l)eheld  his 

brethren  fall  ; 
And  the  Clown,  in  haste  arising  from  the  footstool  where 

he  sat, 
Xotifiod  the  first  appearance  of  the  famous  Acrobat ; 

Never  on  a  single  charger  rides  that  stout  and  stalwart 

Moor, — 
Five   beneath    his   stride   so   stately  bear  him   o'er  the 

trembling  floor ; 
Five  Arabians,  black  as  midnight — on  their  necks  the  rein 

he  throws, 
And  the  outer  and  the  inner  feel  the  pressure  of  his  toes. 

Never  wore  that  chieftain  armour  ;  in  a  knot  himself  he 

ties, 
With   his  grizzly  head  api»earing   in   the   centre   of   hi.s 

thighs, 
TiU  the  petrified  spectator  asks,  in  paralysed  alarm, 
^^'he^e  may  >>e  the  warrior's  body, —  which   is  leg,  and 

which  is  arm  ? 
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'\ 


.,     / 


^^ '  -v 


"  Sound  the  charge  !  "  The  coursers  started  ;  with  a  yell 
and  furious  vault, 

High  in  air  the  ^Moorish  champion  cut  a  wonthous  .somer- 
sault ; 

O'er  the  head  of  Don  Fernando  like  a  tenni.s-])all  lie  sprung, 

Caught  him  tightly  by  the  girdle,  and  behind  the  crupper 
hung. 


Then    his  dagger  Don   Fernando   plucked   from  out   its 

jewelled  sheath, 
And  he  struck  the  Moor  so  fiercely,  as  he  grappled  him 

beneath, 


That  the  gootl  ])aDKiscus  wonpon  sunk  uithin  the  I'ohls  of 

fat. 
And   as    dead    as    Julius    Ca\sar    dropped    the    Gordiaii 

Acrobat. 

>reanwhile  fast  the  sun  was  sinking — it  had  sunk  beneath 

the  sea, 
Ere  Fernando  (lomersalez  smote  the  latter  of  the  three  ; 
-Vnd  Al-Widdicomb,  the  monarch,  pointed,  ^vith  a  bitter 

smile. 
To  the  deeply-darkening  canvass  ; — blacker  grew  it  all  the 

while. 

••  Thou  hast  slain  my  warriors,  Spaniard  1  Ijut  thou  hast 

not  kept  thy  time  ; 
Only  two  had  sunk  before  thee  ere  I  heard  the  curfew 

chime  ; 
Back  thou  goest  to  thy  dungeon,  and  thou   may'st  be 

wondrous  glad 
That  thy  head  is  on  thy  shoulders  for  thy  work  to-day, 

my  \afi  ! 

•'Therefore  all  thy  lK)a8ted  valour,  (Christian  dog,  of  no 

avail  is  ! " 
Dark  as  midnigyit  grew  the  brow  of  Don  Fernando  Gomer- 

salez ; — 
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Stitlly  sate  he  in   his  saddle,  grimly  looked  around  tlie 

ring, 
Laid  his  lance  within  the  rest,  and  shook  his  gauntlet  at 

the  King. 

•'  O,  thou  foul  and  faithless  traitor  !  wouldst  thou  play  me 

false  again  ? 
Welcome  death  and  welcome   torture,   rather   than  the 

captive's  chain  ! 
But  I  give  thee  warning,  caitift' !     Look  thou  sharply  to 

thine  eye — 
Unavenged,   at   least    in    harness,   Gomersalez   sliall  not 

die  ! " 

Thus  he  spoke,  and  IJavieca  like  an  arrow  forward  Hew, 
Plight  and  left  the  Moorish  squadron  wheeled  to  let  the 

hero  through  ; 
Brightly  gleamed  the  lance  of  vengeance — fiercely  sped 

the  fatal  thrust — 
From  his  throne  the  Moorish  monarch  tumbled  lifeless  in 

the  dust. 

Speed  thee,  speed  thee,  Bavieca  I  speed  thee  faster  than 

the  wind  I 
Life  and  freedom  are  before  thee,  deadly  foes  give  chase 

behind  ! 
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Speed  thee  up  the  sloping  Hpring-board ;  o'er  the  bridge 

that  spans  the  seas ; 
Yonder  gauzy  moon  will  light  thee  through  the  grove  of 

can  vans  trees. 
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Close  before  thee,  ramj>eliiiia  spreads  her  j)aint('d  j)aste- 

board  <,'ate  ! 
Speeil  thee  onward,  gallant  courser,  speed  thee  -with  thy 

knightly  freight  I 
N'ictorv  !     The  town  receives  them  I — Clentle  ladies,  this 

the  tale  is, 
Which  I  learned  in  Astley's  Circus,  of  Fernando  Clonier- 

salez. 


fl]t  (Lourtslnp  of  our  (liii. 


What  a  pan;^'  of  sweet  emotion 

Thrilled  the  Master  of  the  liing, 
When  he  first  >>eheM  the  lady 

Through  the  8ta>)led  porUil  spring  : 
Mi<lway  in  his  wild  grimacing 

SUjppcd  the  jnebald-visaged  Clown  ; 
And  the  thunders  of  the  audience 

Nearly  brought  the  gallery  down. 
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I>oiina  IiH'/.  Wool  ford  iiiez  ! 

Saw  ve  ever  such  a  maid, 
With  the  feathers  swahng  o'er  lier, 

And  lier  spangled  rich  brocade  ? 
in  lier  fairy  hand  a  horsewhip, 

( )u  her  foot  a  Imskin  small, 
80  she  stepped,  the  stately  damsel, 

Through  the  scarlet  grooms  and  all. 

And  she  beckoned  for  her  courser. 

And  they  brought  a  milk-white  mare  ; 
Proud,  I  ween,  was  that  Arabian 

Such  a  gentle  freight  to  bear  : 
And  the  Master  moved  to  greet  her, 

With  a  proud  and  stately  walk  ; 
And,  in  reverential  homage. 

Rubbed  her  soles  with  virgin  chalk. 

Ixound  she  flew,  as  Flora  flying 

Spans  the  circle  of  the  year  ; 
And  the  youth  of  London,  sighing, 

Half  forgot  the  ginger-beer — 
Quite  forgot  the  maids  beside  them ; 

As  they  surely  well  might  do. 
When  she  raised  two  Koman  candles, 

Shooting  fireballs  red  and  blue  I 


Swifter  than  the  Tartar's  arrow, 

Lighter  than  the  lark  in  lli;?lit, 
On  the  loft  foot  now  she  bounded. 

Now  she  stood  upon  the  right. 
Like  a  beautiful  Bacchante, 

TIere  she  soars,  and  there  she  kneels, 
While  amid  her  floating  tresses 

Fla.sh  two  whirlinfT  Catherino  wheels  ! 

Hark  !  the  blare  of  yonder  trumpet ! 

See,  the  gates  are  opened  wide  ! 
Room,  there,  room  for  Ooniersalez, — 

Gomersalez  in  his  pride  ! 
Rose  the  shouts  of  exultation, 

Rose  the  cat's  triumphant  call, 
As  he  bounded,  man  and  courser, 

Over  Master,  Clown,  and  all  I 

Jionna  Inez  Woolfordinez  ! 

Why  those  blushes  on  thy  cheek  f 
Doth  thy  trembling  bosom  tell  thee, 

He  hath  come  thy  love  to  seek  1 
Meet  thy  Arab,  but  behind  thee 

He  is  rushing  like  a  gale  ; 
One  foot  on  his  coal-black's  shoulders. 

And  the  other  on  his  tail  ! 
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Onward,  onward,  panting  maiden  ! 

Ho  is  faint,  and  fails,  for  now 
By  the  feet  he  hangs  suspended 

From  his  glistening  saddle-bow. 
Down  are  gone  both  cap  and  feather, 

Lance  and  gonfalon  are  down  ! 
Trunks,  and  cloak,  and  vest  of  velvet, 

He  has  tlung  them  to  the  Clown. 

Faint  and  failiug  !     Up  he  vaulteth, 

Fresh  as  when  he  first  began  ; 
All  in  coat  of  bright  vermilion, 

'Quipped  as  Shaw,  the  Lifeguardsman  ; 
Right  and  left  his  whizzing  broadsword, 

Like  a  sturdy  flail,  he  throws  ; 
Cutting  out  a  path  unto  thee 

Through  imaginary  foes. 

Woolfordinez  !  speed  thee  onward  ! 

He  is  hard  upon  thy  track, — 
Paralysed  is  Widdicombez, 

Not  his  whip  can  longer  crack  ; 
He  has  flung  away  his  broadsword, 

'Tis  to  clasp  thee  to  his  breast. 
Onward  ! — see,  he  bares  his  bosom, 

Tears  away  his  scarlet  vest ; 
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Ix?aps  frtmi  out  liis  net  her  {^'armcnts, 

And  his  lenthern  stock  unties  — 
As  tlio  tlowiT  of  London  s  dustmen, 

Now  in  swift  pursuit  he  Hies. 
Xiui)*!}*  now  he  ruts  and  shuJlles, 

O'er  the  buckle,  heel  and  toe  ! 
Flaps  his  hands  in  his  tail-pockets, 

Winks  to  all  the  throng'  below  ! 

Onward,  onward  rusli  tlic  coursers  ; 

Woolfordinez,  peerless  girl, 
O'er  the  garters  lightly  bftunding 

From  her  steed  with  airy  whirl  1 
(iomersalez,  wild  with  passion, 

Danger — all  but  her — forgets  ; 
Wheresoe'er  she  flies,  pursues  her, 

Casting  clouds  of  somersets  ! 

Onward,  onward  rush  the  coursers  ; 

liright  is  Gomersalez'  eye  ; 
Saints  protect  thee,  Woolfordinez, 

For  his  triumph  sure  is  nigh  : 
Now  his  courser's  flanks  he  lashes. 

O'er  his  shoulder  flings  the  nin. 
And  his  feet  aloft  he  tossf^s. 

Holding  stoutly  by  the  mane  ! 
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Tlii'ii,  his  feet  once  more  regaining,', 

l)<>irs  his  jacket,  doffs  liis  smiills, 
And  in  graceful  folds  around  liini 

A  bespangled  tunic  falls. 
Pinions  from  his  heels  are  bui-sting, 

His  bright  locks  have  pinions  o'er  them 
And  the  jiublic  see  with  rapture 

Maia's  nimble  son  before  them. 


Speed  thee,  speed  thee,  Woolfordinez  ! 

For  a  panting  god  pursues  ; 
And  the  chalk  is  very  nearly 

Rubbed  from  thy  white  satin  shoes  ; 
Every  bosom  throbs  with  terror, 

You  might  hear  a  pin  to  drop  ; 
All  is  hushed,  save  where  a  starting 

Cork  gives  out  a  casual  pop. 

One  smart  lash  across  his  courser. 

One  tremendous  bound  and  stride 
And  our  noble  Cid  was  standing 

l>y  his  AVoolfordinez'  side  ! 
With  a  god's  embrace  he  clasped  her, 

liaised  her  in  his  manly  arms  ; 
And  the  stables'  closing  barriers 

Hid  his  valour,  and  her  charms  ! 


tig^t  toitlr  tl)t  .^napping  Jurtlc;  ;>:^ 


OR,  THE  AMERICAN  ST  GEORGE 


FYTTE    FIRST. 

Have  you  heard  of  Philip  vSlingsby, 
Slingsby  of  the  manly  chest ; 

How  he  slew  the  Snapping  Turtle 
In  the  regions  of  the  West  ? 


Every  day  the  huge  Cawana 

Lifted  up  its  monstrous  jaws  ; 

And  it  swallowed  Langton  l^ennett, 
And  digested  Kufus  Dawes. 
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Riled.  I  wi'on,  was  Thilip  Sliiigsby, 
Tlioir  untimely  deaths  to  hear  ; 

For  one  author  owed  him  money, 
And  the  other  loved  him  dear. 

"  Listen  now,  siigacious  Tyler, 

Whom  the  loafers  all  obey ; 
What  reward  v.'ill  Con«^Tess  give  me, 

If  1  take  this  pest  away?" 

Then  sagacious  Tyler  answered, 

"  You're  the  ring-tailed  stjuealer  !     Less 
Tlian  a  hundred  hea\'y  dollars 
Won't  be  offered  you,  I  guess  ! 

"  And  a  lot  of  wooden  nutmegs 

In  the  bargain,  too,  we'll  throw — 

<  )nly  you  just  fix  the  critter. 

Won't  you  liquor  ere  you  go  ? " 

.Straightway  leaped  tlie  valiant  Slingsby 

Into  armour  of  Seville, 
With  a  strong  Arkansa^M  tf>othpick 

Screwed  in  every  joint  of  steeL 

"  (x)me  thou  with  me,  Cullen  I>r}'ant, 
Come  with  me,  as  squire,  I  pray ; 

Be  the  Homer  of  the  battle. 
Which  I  go  to  wage  to-day." 
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So  they  went  along  careering 

"With  a  loud  and  martial  tramp, 
Till  they  neared  the  Snapping  Turtle 
In  the  dreary  Swindle  Swamp. 

Hut  when  Slingsby  saw  the  water, 
Somewhat  pale,  I  ween,  was  he. 

"  If  I  come  not  Lack,  dear  Bryant, 
Tell  the  tale  to  ^lelanie  ! 

* '  Tell  her  that  I  died  devoted. 

Victim  to  a  noble  task  ! 
Han't  you  got  a  drop  of  brandy 

In  the  bottom  of  your  lla.sk  ? " 

As  he  spoke,  an  alligator 

Swam  across  the  sullen  creek  ; 

And  the  two  Columbians  started. 

When  thev  hearel  the  monster  shriek  : 

For  a  snout  of  huge  dimensions 
Rose  above  the  waters  high. 

And  took  down  the  alhgator, 
As  a  trout  takes  down  a  flv. 

"  'Tarnal  death  I  the  Snapping  Turtle  I  " 
Thus  the  squire  in  terror  cried  ; 

But  the  noble  Slingsby  straightway 
Drew  the  toothpick  from  his  side. 
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"  Fare  thee  well !"  he  cricil,  ami  dashing 
Throufjh  the  waters,  strongly  swam  : 

Me^anwhilo  Cullcn  I'ryaiit,  watching, 
Hro^thed  a  prayiT  an<l  suckod  a  dram. 

Sudden  from  the  slimy  hottiim 
AVas  the  snout  again  upreared, 

With  a  snap  as  loud  as  thunder, — 
And  the  Slingsby  disapj)eared. 

Like  a  mighty  steam-ship  foundering, 
I)o^Fn  the  monstrous  vision  sank  ; 

And  the  ripple,  slowly  rolling. 

Plashed  and  played  upon  the  bank. 

.Still  and  stiller  grew  the  water, 

Hushed  the  eanes  within  the  brake ; 

There  was  but  a  kind  of  coughing 
At  the  bottom  of  the  lake. 

Brj'ant  wept  as  loud  and  deeply 

As  a  father  for  a  son — 
"  He's  a  finished  'coon,  is  Slingsby, 

And  the  brandy's  nearly  done  I " 
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FYTTE    SECOND. 

1\  a  trance  of  sickening'  ani^aiisli, 

Cold  ami  stiff,  and  sore  and  damp, 

For  two  days  did  lUyant  linger 
l)y  the  dreary  Swindle  Swamp  : 

Always  peering;  at  the  water, 
.VI ways  waiting'  for  the  hour 

When  those  monstrous  jaws  should  open 
As  he  saw  them  ope  before. 

Still  in  vain  ; — the  alligat<»rs 

Scrandjled  through  the  marshy  brake. 
And  tlie  vampire  leeches  gaily 

Sucked  the  garfish  in  the  lake. 

lUit  the  Snapping  Turtle  never 
IJose  for  food  or  rose  for  rest, 

Since  he  lodged  the  steel  deposit 
In  the  bottom  of  his  chest. 

Only  always  from  the  bottom 

Sounds  of  fre(|uent  coughing  rolled, 

Just  as  if  the  huge  Cawana 

Had  a  most  confounded  cold. 
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•  •n  tlie  bank  lav  Cullt'ii  Urvaiit, 

As  the  second  moon  arose, 
(^ou^ng  on  tlie  sloping  greenswanl 

Some  imaginary  foes ; 

Whrn  tlie  swamp  began  to  tremble, 

And  the  canes  to  rustle  fast, 
As  though  some  stupendous  body 

Thr<»ugh  their  roots  were  crushing  past ; 

And  the  waters  boiled  and  1  nibbled, 
And,  in  groups  of  twos  and  threes, 

Several  alligators  bounded, 

Smart  as  squirrels,  up  the  trees. 

Then  a  hideous  head  was  lifted. 
With  such  huge  distended  jaws, 

That  they  mi;,'ht  have  held  CJoliath 
Quite  as  well  as  llufus  T>awps. 

Paws  of  elephantine  thickne,s8 
Dragged  its  Ix^dy  from  the  bay, 

And  it  glared  at  Cullen  i;r}'ant 
In  a  most  unj)leaHant  way. 

Then  it  writhed  as  if  in  torture, 

And  it  stiggered  to  and  fro ; 
And  its  very  shell  was  shaken 

In  the  anguish  of  it*  throe  : 
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And  its  cou^'h  f,Tew  Idiid  and  hnidcr, 
And  its  sob  m(»re  liuskv  tliick  I 

For,  indeed,  it  ^vas  apparent 
riiat  tlie  beast  was  very  sick. 
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Till,  at  last,  a  spasmy  vomit 

Sliodk  its  aircass  througli  and  tlinniL^li. 
AikI  jv><  if  IVom  out  a  <'annoii, 

All  in  annoiir  Slin^^sliy  tlcw. 

lient  and  Mnody  was  tlic  bowic 

Which  he  held  ^vilhin  his  grasp  ; 

An«l  he  seemed  so  much  exhausted, 

Tliat  he  scarce  had  str^'ngth  t(3  gasp — 

*Miouge  him.  IJrvant  I  darn  ye,  gouge  him 
(ioiige  him  while  he's  on  the  shore  ! " 

liryant's  thumbs  were  straightway  buried 
Where  no  thumbs  had  pierced  before. 

Ilight  from  out  their  bony  .sockets 
1  >id  he  8<oop  the  mon.strous  balls  ; 

And,  with  one  convulsive  shudder, 
J)ea<l  the  Snapping  Turtle  falls  I 


"  Post  the  tin,  sagacious  'J'yler  I " 
JJut  the  old  experi«'nc''d  tile, 

Leering  firbt  at  Clay  and  Webster, 
^Vnswered  with  a  quiet  smile — 
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■.\: 


^"^'uHi'  vdu  (lniu^u'<''l  tli»*  'tanial  crittnr 
From  tlic  Ixtttoiii  of  tin*  pniuLs, 

Here's  tin-  liundrcd  dollars  due  you, 
A//  in  Peintsi/li'itniaii  Bnnils.''' 


J 


/ 


K~ 


->.' 


A/' 


*>'^:i^  C^t 


^^^^^^'"'^'^'^^ .  ^ 


-)i  AnifrUan  SeCuiiti<-> ' 


^  he  i\in  of  \\\\  cLolt. 


[Thf  Rtor)  "f  Mr  Colt,  of  which  our  Ijiy  contnlns  men-ly  the  sequel,  is  this  : 
A  Nrw  Ynrk  printer,  of  the  name  of  Ailanis,  hnd  tlie  etl'rontery  to  eall  upon 
■lay  for  pnynunt  of  an  aecmnf,  wliiih  the  in'leiM-iuIeiit  (Jnlt  setth-il  liy 
..:...r.  his  rru<litor">  ln-jul  to  fraKuieiits  witli  an  axe.      Hi-  tli^n  i»aik(<l  liis 
Imcly  in  a  box,  Kprinkling  it  witli  salt,  and  de8j»at<*he<I  it  to  a  paeket  Ixuunl  for 
N»-w  (»rlc-ans.     Suspii'ions  havin;;  In-en  exeitrd,  he  was  si-ized,  and  tried  Ix-forr 
.Iud;.'c  K«'nt.     TJie  trial  is,  jxrliaps.  tiie  most  dis^^Ticeful  upnn  the  ri'<iirds  of 
any  (-ountrj-.     Tlie  mflian's  mistress  waM  jinMlured  in  eourt,  and  examined,  in 
disputing  detail,  as  to  her  eonnection  with  Colt,  and  his  movement-s  during  the 
'  •  '  •     *  r<  surrcMing  the  munhr.     The  head  of  thf  murdcn-d  man  was 

in*  in  tlie  eourt,  handi<i  u]>  to  the  jury,  and  eomnientiil  on  by 
witaesiiei  and  rounjwd  ;  and  to  rrowni  the  horrr>rH  of  the  whole  i>roeeedin>{,  the 
wpeteh's  own  ■  a  Mr   Kmmet,  eomnunein^,'   tin-   diTiucc  witli   a   i'o(d 

adniiiwion  tliat  ;.  ■  nt  took  the  life  of  Adams,  ;ind  followiuK  it  up  hy  a  de- 
tail of  the  whole  cireumstanees  of  this  nirwt  bnital  munler  in  the  tIrHt  jxTHon, 
as  thoti;:h  he  li  i.l  l»een  thi-  munJcp'r,  ••ndfil  liy  trjlin;;  the  jury,  that 

hi.*  eli«-nt  was  "  < t"  U,r  nijm}nitl<y  of  a  jury  of  his  country,"  aa  "  a  young 

man  just  entering  Into  life,  irUo»f  pronprrt*,  )ii<>b<ihl_ii,  Imrr  ft^m  jtermitimilly 
UnMftl."  Colt  was  found  guilty;  but  a  variety  of  exeejitions  were  t^iken  to  the 
charge  by  the  Judge,  and  after  a  long  series  of  apjienls,  which  (irrnjiinf  m'Ti 
tJ>an  n  y«i/- /ro.«  thf  <lnt'  of  rnuriri!i,i<,  the  Kent<Mn-f  ot  dcatli  w.'is  ratified  by 
Gorrmor  Seward.     Tlie  niit  of  Colt's  Htor>'  is  t<»ld  in  our  ballad.  ] 


STREAK    THE     FIRST. 

Anii  iii»w  the  sacred  rite  was  floiio,  ainl  the  mamage-knot 

wa«  tied, 
-iVnd  Colt  withdrew  his  hlusliin;^'  wife  a  little  way  aside; 
"  I>€t'8  go,"  he  said,  "  intr*  my  cell ;  h-t's  go  alone,  my  dear ; 
I  fain  would  shelter  that  sweet  fa<3e   from   the  sheriffs 

odious  leer. 


Tlif  jailtT  ;iinl   the  liaii^'inaii,  they  are  waitiii;;  l)otli   for 

me, — 
I  cannot  l)oar  t<»  see  them  wink  so  knowin^'ly  at  thee  ! 
Oil,  liow   I   loved  thee,  dearest  I       Tli^y  &iy  that  I  am 

wihl, 
That  a  mother  dares  not  trust  me  with  the  wciisand  of 

her  ehild  ; 
They  say  my  bowie-knife  is  keen  to  sliver  into  halves 
The  carcass  of  my  enemy,  as  butchers  slay  their  calves. 
They  s;iy  that  I  am  stern  of  mood,  because,  like  salte(l 

))eef, 
I  packed  my  (quartered  foeman  up,  and  marked  him  'prime 

tariff;' 
]><?cause  I  th(jught  to  palm  him  on  the  simple-souled  J(jhn 

Hull, 
And  clear  a  small  percentage  on  the  sale  at  Liverpool ; 
It  may  be    so,  T    do  not  know — these  things,  perliaps, 

may  ]>e  ; 
liut  surely  I  have  always  been  a  gentleman  to  thee  I 
Then  cume,  my  love,  into  my  cell,  short  bridal  space  is 

ours, — 
Nay,  sheriff,  never  look  thy  watch — I  guess  there's  good 

two  hours. 
AVe'll  shut  the  prison  doors  and  keep  the  gaping  world  at 

bav, 
For  love  is  long  as  'tarnity,  though  I  must  <Ue  to-day  !" 
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STREAK     THE     SECOND 

Thk  clock  is  ticking  onward, 

Tt  noars  the  hour  of  doom. 

^Viid  no  one  yet  hath  entered 

Into  tliat  ^diastly  room. 

)                                The  jailer  and  the  sin 'rill, 

They  are  walkinf^^  to  and  fro  : 

And  the  hanj^'man  sits  upon  the  steps, 

And  smokes  his  pipe  below. 

In  grisly  expectation 

The  j>rison  all  is  bound, 

And,  save  expectoration, 

You  cannot  hear  a  sound. 

1                               The  turnkey  stands  and  ponders. — 

1                                     His  hand  upon  the  bolt, — 

*'  In  twenty  minutes  more,  I  g\ie.ss, 

Twill  all  be  up  with  Colt!" 

J  Jut  see,  tlie  door  is  opened  ! 

Forth  cornea  the:  weeping  bride  ; 

The  courteous  sheriff  lifts  liis  hat. 

1                                    And  saunters  to  her  side, — 

1 

"I  I>eg  your  pardon,  Mrs  C, 

JJut  i.s  your  husband  ready  ?  ' 

"  I  j^'uess  you'd  better  a.sk  himsi'lf," 
Kcplied  the  M'oeful  lady. 

The  clock  is  ticking  onward, 

The  minutes  almost  run, 
The  hangman's  pipe  is  nearly  out, 

'Tis  on  the  stroke  of  one. 
At  every  grated  wimlow 

T^nshaven  faces  glare  ; 
There's  Puke,  the  judge  of  Tennessee, 

And  Lynch,  of  I  )elaware  ; 
And  Batter,  with  the  long  black  beard, 

"Whom  Hartford's  maids  know  well ; 
And  Winkinson,  from  Fish  Kill  lieach, 

The  pride  of  Xew  Rochelle  ; 
Klkanah  Xutts,  from  Tarry  Town, 

The  gallant  gouging  boy  ; 
And  'coon-faced  Bushwhack,  from  the  liills 

That  frown  o'er  modern  Troy ; 
Young  Julejj,  whom  our  Willis  loves. 

Because,  'tis  said,  that  he 
( )ne  morning  from  a  bookstall  filched 

The  tale  of  "  ^Fdanie  ;" 
And  Skunk,  who  fought  his  country's  fight 

Beneath  the  stripes  and  stars, — 
All  thronging  at  the  windows  stood, 

And  gazed  between  the  bars. 
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The  little  boys  tliat  stood  behind 

( Vouii;,'  thirvish  imps  were  they  I) 
1  >isj>layed  consideral)le  noft.^ 

On  that  eventful  day  ; 
For  bits  of  broki-n  lookin^^-^lass 

They  held  aslant  on  high, 
And  there  a  mirrored  ^^allows-trec 

Met  their  del  indited  eye.* 

The  clock  is  ticking  onward  ; 

Hark  I  hark  !  it  strikcth  one  I 
J-^ch  felon  draws  a  whistling  breath, 

"Time's  up  with  Colt  I   he's  done  !" 

The  sheritf  looks  his  watch  again, 

Then  puts  it  in  his  fob, 
And  turns  him  to  the  hangman, — 

"  Get  ready  for  the  job.  " 
The  jailer  knocketh  loudly, 

The  turnkey  draws  the  bolt, 
.Vnd  pleasantly  the  sheriff  says, 

"  We're  waiting,  ^fister  Colt !  " 

Xo  answer  I     No  I  no  answer  I 
All's  still  a.s  death  within  ; 

The  sheriff  eyes  the  jailer. 
The  jailer  strokes  his  chin. 

*  A  fact. 


'*  I  shouldn't  wonder,  Xaliuni,  if 
It  were  as  you  suppose." 

Tlie  hangman  hxjked  unliappy,  and 
The  turnkey  bL-w  liis  nose. 

They  entered.     Oii  liis  pallet 

'i'lio  noble  convict  lav, — 
The  bridegroom  on  his  marriage-bed, 

But  not  in  trim  array. 
His  red  right  hand  a  razor  held. 

Fresh  sharpened  from  the  hone, 
And  his  ivory  neck  was  severed. 

And  gashed  into  the  bone. 


.Vnd  when  the  lamp  is  liglited 

In  the  long  November  days, 
And  lads  and  lasses  mingle 

At  the  shucking  of  the  maize  ; 
When  pies  of  smoking  pumpkin 

Upon  the  table  stand, 
^Viid  bowls  of  black  molasses 

Go  round  from  hand  to  hand  ; 
"When  slap-jacks,  maple-sugared, 

Are  hissing  in  the  pan, 
.Vnd  cider,  with  a  dash  of  gin. 

Foams  in  the  social  can  ; 
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Wlu'ii  tlio  i;oo(hnaii  wets  l»is  uliistle, 

Ami  tlio  goothvife  scolds  tlio  cliild  ; 
Ami  tho  girls  exclaim  convulsively, 

'•  Have  il«tno,  or  I'll  l>o  rilod  I" 
When  the  loafer  sittiii;^^  next  ihi-iii 

Attempts  a  sly  caress, 
And  whispers,  "  nh  !  you  ']i(»ssum, 

You've  fixed  my  heart,  I  guess  I" 
With  laughter  and  "with  wee})ing, 

Th«'U  shall  thev  tell  the  tale, 
How  rolt  his  foeman  ([uartered, 

And  died  within  the  jail. 


<S3e^ 


nvrUUiM  ' 


a 


he  ?c;ith  of  J<iibc)  Dollar. 


J  -^ 


Llk-foiv  till-  fiiUowiii;,'  |H»'m,  whiili  ori^'inally  njijH-aivd  in  '  Frascr's  Mii^a 
zinc,'  «'ouM  have  reaclicil  Aiufrica,  intelligence  was  receivol  in  tliin  country  of 
an  aflniy  in  Congress,  very  nearly  the  counterpart  of  that  which  the  Author  has 
here  imau'incfl  in  Jest.  It  was  very  clear,  to  any  one  who  o1tsei-ve<l  the  state  of 
jiuhlic  iiiannei-s  in  America,  that  such  occurrences  muKt  hai>i>eii,  sooner  or  later. 
The  Americans  apparently  felt  the  force  of  the  .satire,  as  the  poem  wa.s  wiilely 
repriiitc.l  throuj^hout  the  States.  It  suits. '(picutly  rcturncil  to  this  country, 
emb<Klieil  in  an  American  work  on  American  manners,  where  it  <'hanicteristi- 
eally  appeared  us  the  writer's  men  ]>roduction  ;  and  it  afterwards  went  the 
round  of  Hritish  newspapei-s,  as  an  amusing  satire,  by  an  American,  of  his 
'•ountrymen's  foibles  !] 


Thk  Cou;^ress  met,  the  day  was  wet,  A'aii  liuren  took  tlic 

cliair  ; 
<  >ii  eitlier  .^ide,  the  sUitesuian  pride  of  far  Keiitiick  wa.^ 

tlu'iv. 
Witli  moody  tVown,  tliere  sat  Calhoun,  and  slowly  in  iiis 

cheek 
His  (|uid  lie  thrust,  and  slaked  the  du.st,  as  "Webster  roSf 

to  speak. 

I'pon  that  day,  near  gifted  Clay,  a  youthful  member  sat, 

And  like  a  free  American  upon  the  lloor  he  sj)at ; 

Then  turnini.,'  round  to  Clay,  he  said,  and  wiped  his  manly 

chin, 
•'  What  kind  of  Locofoco's  that,  as  wears  the   painter  s 

skin  I" 


4fi  THE    nKATH    <•!'    .lAHEZ    DOI.I.AH. 


•' \"c»ung  Djaii,"  (lUctli  Clay,   "avoid  the  way  of  Slick  <>f 

'IVnnessee  ; 
<  >f  gougers  fierce,  the  eyes  tliat  pierce,  tlie  fiercest  gouger 

he; 
H<-  chews  and  spits,  as  there  lie  sits,  and  whittles  at  the 

chairs, 
And    in    his    hand,  for   deadly  strife,  a   ])o"vvie-knife    he 

bears. 


"Avoid  that  knife.     In  frerpient  strife  its  blade,  so  long 

and  thin, 
Has  found  itself  a  resting-place  his  rival's  ribs  ^vithin." 
liut  coward  fear  came  never  near  yonng  Jabez  1  )ollar's 

heart, — 
*'  AVere  he  an  alligator,  T  would  rile  liim  pretty  smart !" 


Then 

up  he  ro.He,  and  clean 

'd  his  nose,  and  looked  Un\ 

•;ir<l 

the  chair ; 

He  8aw  the  stately  stripes 

and  stars, — our  country's 

Hag 

was  there  I 

i             His  heart  beat  liigh,  with  eldritch  cry  ujum 

the  lloor  he 

1 
1 

sprang, 

Then 

raised  his  wrist,  and 
first  harangue. 

shook  his  fist,  an 

il  spoke 

his 
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"  Wlio  P(tM  tile   nutiiu^s  iiiadr  of  wood — tlio  blocks  that 

wouklii'l  lii^aire? 
Wlio  yriniietl  the  bark  oirguni-tives  dark — theevcrlaaling 

i)i<,'gcr? 
For  twenty  cents,  ye  Con<,Tess  gents,  tlirougli  'tamity  I'll 

kirk 
That  man,  I  guess,  though  nothing  less  than  'coon-faced 

Colonel  Slick!" 


Tlic   colonel  smiled — with  frenzy  wild, — his  viiy  l)tard 

waxed  blue, — 
His  shirt  it  could  not  hold  him,  so  wratliv  riled  Ik-  '^rew  ; 
He  foams  and  frets,  his  knife  he  whets   ujion   his  seat 

below — 
He  sliarpens  it  on  either  side,  an<l  whittles  at  liis  toe, — 


"()li:    waken  snakes,  and  walk  your  chalks!"  he  cried, 

"witli  ire  elate ; 
"Darn  my  old  mother,  but  I  will  in  wild  eats  whip  my 

weight ! 
Oh !  'tarnal  death,  I'll  spoil  your  breath,  young  Dollar,  and 

your  chafHng, — 
Look  to  your  ribs,  for  here  is  that  will  tickle  them  without 

laughing !" 
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His  knitV'  ho  raised — witli  fury  ci*azc(l,  lie  spran.^  acmss 

the  hall . 
He  cut  a  caper  in  the  air — he  stocxl  Ix'fore  thoni  all : 
He  never  stopped  to  look  or  think  if  he  the  deed  should 

do, 
15ut  spinning  sent  the  IVsidont,  and  (Hi   youn^'  iJnllar 

flew. 


They  met — they  closed — they  sunk — they  rose, — in  vain 

vouu''  I  )ollar  strove — 
For,  like  a  streak  of  li.i^ditning  greased,  the  infuriate  colonel 

drove 
His  ]x)wie-blade  deep  in  his  side,  and  to  the  ground  they 

rolled, 
And,  drenched  in  gore,  wheeled  o'er  and  o'er,  locked  in 

each  others  hold. 


With  fur}*  dumb — with  nail  and  thumb — they  struggled 

and  th«'y  thrust, — 
The  blood  ran  red  from  Dollar' ?^  side,  lik«;  rain,  upon  the 

dust; 
He  nerved  his  might  for  one  last  spring,  and  as  he  sunk 

and  died, 
Keft  of  an  eye,  his  enemy  fell  groaning  by  his  side. 


THE    DEATH    OK    .IXUKZ    DOLLAR. 


4!» 


Thus  did  hciall  witliin  tlie  liall  of  Con«^ress,  that  brave 

youth ; 
The  bowie-knife  has  i|uenched  his  life  of  valour  and  «•! 

truth : 
And  still  among  the  stittesmcn  throng  at  Washington  they 

tell 
IIow  noblv  I)ollar  gouged  his  man — how  gallantlv  he  fell ! 


•■''^'.r( 


/-' 


Iw  ' 


The  ^l:ib;im;i  ilurl. 


"VoLXG  chaps,  give  ear,   the  case  is  ch;ar.      Vou,   Silas 

Fixings,  you 
Pay  Mister  Xeliemiah  i)(xlge  them  dollars  as  you're  due. 
Aou  are  a  bloody  cheat, — you  an*.      ]>ut  spite  of  all  your 

tricks,  it 
Is  not  in  you  Judge  Lynch  to  do.     No  I  nohow  you  can 

fix  it:" 


Tin:    ALAUAMA    UUKI-  .01 


Tims  s|);ike  Judge  Lyiicli,  as  tliere  lie  sat  in  Alal)aiua's 

forum, 
Around  he  gazed,  witli  legs  upraised  upon  the  bench  before 

him  ; 
And,  Its  he  gave  this  sentence  stern  to  him  who  stood 

beneath, 
Still  with  his  gleaming  bowie-knife  he  slowly  picked  his 

teeth. 


It  was  high  noon,  the  month  was  Juno,  and  sultry  was  the 


air, 


A  cool  gin-sling  stood  \)y  his  hand,  his  coat  hung  o'er  his 

chair ; 
All  naked  were  his  manly  arms,  and  shaded  by  his  hat. 
Like  an  old  senator  of  Kome  that  simple  Archon  sat. 


"A  bloody  cheat? — Oh,  legs  and  feet!"  in  wrath  young 

Silas  cried ; 
And    springing    high  into   the   air,   he   jerked  his  quid 

aside. — 
"Xo  man  shall  put  my  dander  up,  or  with  my  feelings 

trifle, 
As  long  as  Silas  Fixings  wears  a  bowie-knife  and  rifle." 


">2  THE    AF.AHAMA    niKI, 


\ 


» 


•*  If  vitiir  shoes  jiinch,'  replied  Jiulj^'c  Lyiuli,  "you'll  very 

soon  have  ease  ; 
I'll  jxive  you  sjitisfaction,  squire,  in  any  Avay  you  please  :  • 
What  are  your  weapons  ? — knife  or  ,i,ain  ? — at  both   I'lu 

pretty  spry  I" 
*'(^h'.  "tarnal  death,  you're  spry,  you  are?"  (juoth  Silas, 

"so  am  I  :" 


Hard  by  the  town  a  forest  stands,  dark  with  the  shades 

of  time. 
And  they  liave  sought  that  forest  dark  at  morning's  early 

prime ; 
Lynch,   backed   by  Xeliemiah   Dodge,  and   Silas  witli  a 

friend, 
.\nd  half  the  town  in  glee  came  down  to  see  that  contest's 

end. 


They  led  their  men  two  miles  apart,  they  measured  out 

the  ground  ; 
A  belt  of  that  vast  wood  it  was,  they  notclied  the  trees 

around  ; 
Into  the  tangled  brake  they  turned  them  off,  and  neither 

knew 
A\  here  he  shrtuld  seek  his  wagered  foe,  how  get  him  into 

view. 


','7 


With  stealthy  tread, 
and  stooping  head,  from  tree 
to  tree  they  passed, 
They  crept  beneath  the  crackling  furze,  they 

lirld  their  rifles  fast : 
Hour    passed    on    hour,    tlie    noonday    sun 

smote  fiercely  do^vn,  Init  yet 
Xo  sound  to  the  expectant  crowd  proclainied 
that  they  had  met 

And  now  the  sun  was  going  d«)wn,  when. 

hark  I  a  rifle's  crack  ! 
Hush — hush  !  another  strikes  the  air, — and 

all  their  breath  draw  back, — 
Then  crashing  on  through  bush  and  briar, 

the  crowd  from  either  side 
Kush  in  to  see  whose  rifle  sure  with  blood 
the  moss  has  dyed. 


THK    ALABAMA    PUKI. 


Weary  witli  waUhiiiL,'  up  antl  dfuvn,  Imivc  Lyiicli  con- 
ceived a  plan, 

An  artful  «Uxltje  ■svhcreliy  t<>  take  at  unawares  his  man  ; 

He  hunj?  his  hat  upon  a  bush,  and  hid  liiiuself  liard  by; 

Young  Silas  thou^dit  he  ha<l  him  fast,  and  at  the  hat  let 
ilv. 


It    fell  ;    up    sprung   young    Silas, — lie    hurled   his  gun 

awav ; 
Lynch  fixed  him  with  his  rifle,  from  the  ambush  where  he 

lay. 
Tlie  bullet  pierced  his  manly  breast — ^yet,  vahant  to  the 

last, 
Young  Fixings  drew  his  bowie-knife,  and  up  his  foxtail* 

cast. 


^Vith  tottering  step  and  ghizing  eye  he  cleared  the  space 

between, 
And  stabbfid  the  air  as  stabs  in  grim  ^facbeth  the  younger 

Kean  : 
Brave  I.\-nch  receive<l  him  with  a  bang  that  stretched  him 

on  the  ground, 
Then  sat  him.self  serenely  down  till  all  the  crowfl  drew 

round. 

*  Tlip  Yankee  unT^titat*'  for  th-  rhnj^'nu  lU  »oif. 


They  hailed  him  witli  triunipliaiit  cheers — in  liiin  tadi 

loafer  saw 
The  bearing  bold  that  could  uphold  the  majesty  of  law  ; 
Ami,  raising  him  aloft,  they  bore  him  homewards  at  his 

ease, — 
Tliat  noble  judge,  whose  daring  hand  enforced  his  (»\vii 

decrees. 


They  buried  Silas  Fixings  in  the  hollow  where  he  fell. 
And  gum-trees  wave  above  his  grave — that  tree  he  loved 

so  well ; 
And  the  'coons  sit  chattering  o'er  him  when  the  nights  are 

long  ami  damp  ; 
But  he  sleeps  well  in  that  lonely  dell,  the  Dreary 'Possum 

Swamp. 


Ubt  .^mrriran's  ^postropbt  to  ,^lo}. 


IRapidly  as  oblirion  does  its  work  nowadays,  the  Imrst  n{  amiable  in'ligna- 
tion  with  which  enliphtened  Amorica  received  the  iBsne  of  IJoz'h  'Notes'  can 

Not  content  witli  wa^'inK'  a  universal  rivalr>'  in  the 

iinl>ia  showered  ui>< in  its  autlior  the  ri<hes  of  its  own 

.  e  vocabulary  of  abuse ;  while  some  of  her  more  flerj'  spirits  threw  out 

Mints  as  to  the  itmpriety  of  poupin;;  the  "  strannj^fr,"  nncl  furnishing 

li.i.i  ",;,(  a  pfrmanrnt  suit  of  tar  and  feather:*,  in  the  ven.'  imjirobable  event 

of  his  paying  them  n  <u»^<in«l  visit.     The  penisal  of  these  aniinateil  expressions 

of  free  opinion  ^  1  the  following  lines,  which  those  who  remember  I3oz's 

''■•''  with  which  he  was  all  but  hunted  to  death,  will  at 

]>c  we  have  done  Justice  t<>  the  bitt^'mess  and  "  im- 
mortal hate"  of  these  thin-skinned  sons  of  freedom.     When  will   Americjins 
?lie  ridi'-ule  of  Ktirope,  by  bearing  rebuke,  or  even  misrejire- 
y  as  a  gre.'it  n.-ifiun  >Ji<iiil<l':''| 


Sneak  across  the  wide  Atlantic,  wortliless  London's  puling 
cliild, 

lietter  that  its  M'aves  should  bear  thee,  tlian  the  land  thou 
hast  reviled  ; 

IWtter  in  the  stifling  cabin,  on  the  sofa  thou  shouldst  lie, 

-^    k^ning  as  the  fetid  niggf  r  bears  the  greens  and  Itacon  by ; 

]'>oit(r.  when  the  midnight  horrors  haunt  the  stniined  and 
creaking  ship, 

inou  shouldst  yell  in  vain  for  brandy  with  a  fever-sodden 
lip : 

When  amid  the  deepening  darkness  and  the  lamp's  ex- 
piring shade, 


From  tlie  hafjmnn's  berth  above  thee  comes  tlic  liouiitiful 

cascade. 
r>ettor  tliaii  upon  the  liroadway  thou  sliouklst  be  at  noon- 
day seen, 
Smirking  like  u  Tracy  Tupman  witli  a  Mautalini  mien, 
"With  a  rivuh^t  of  satin  falling  o'er  thy  i)uny  chest, 
Worse  than  even  X.  ^\  AVillis  for  an  evening  party  drest ! 

"We  received  thee  ^varmly — kindly — though  ^v(5  knew  thou 
wert  a  quiz, 

Partly  for  tliyself  it  may  be,  chielly  for  the  sake  of  Thiz  ! 

Much  we  bore,  and  much  we  suffered,  listening  to  remorse- 
less spells 

( )f  that  Smike's  unceasing  drivellings,  and  these  everlast- 
ing Xells. 

AVhen  you  talked  of  babes  and  sunsliinc,  fields,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing, 

Each  Columl)ian  inlv  chuckled,  as  he  slowlv  sucked  his 
sling ; 

And  thougli  all  our  sleeves  were  bursting,  from  the  many 
hundreds  near 

Not  one  single  scornful  titter  rose  on  thy  comjdacent  ear. 

Then  to  show  thee  to  the  ladies,  with  our  usual  want  of  sense 

"We  engaged  the  place  in  Park  Street  at  a  ruinous  expense  : 

Even  our  own  three-volumed  Cooper  waived  his  old  pre- 
scriptive right. 

And  deluded  Dickens  figured  first  on  that  eventful  night. 


THE    AMKUUANS    ArosTKOPHK    TO    B(»Z. 


Clusters  of  uncoaU'il  Voikcrs,  vainly  striving;  t<>  Ix'  cool, 
Saw  thee  desperately  pluiiLjiiiL,'  throiii^h  the   perils  of  La 

Poule  : 
And  their  muttered  exclamation  drowned  the  tenor  of  the 

tune, — 
"Don't  he  beat  all  natur  hollow  I     J)on"t  he  foot  it  like  a 
coon  f 

1  )id  we  spare  our  brandy-cocktails,  stint  thee  of  our  whisky- 

Half  the  juleps  that  we  j;ave  thee  would  have  floored  a 

Xewman  Noggs ; 
And  thou  took'st  them  in  so  kindly,  little  was  there  then 

to  blame, 
To  thy  parched  and  panting  palate  sweet  as  mother's  milk 

they  came. 
])id  the  hams  of  old  Virginny  find  no  favour  in  thine 

eyes  ? 
(jame  no  soft  compunction  o'er  thee  at  the  thought  of 

pumpkin  pies  ? 
Could  not  all  our  chicken  fixings  into  silence  fix  thy  scorn  ? 
1  )id  not  all  our  cakes  rebuke  thee,  Johnny,  wallle,  dander, 

com  ? 
l^uld  not  all  our  care  and  coddling  teach  thee  how  to  draw 

it  mild  ? 
Well,  no  matter,  we  deserve  it.     Serves  us  right  !     We 

gpiilt  the  child  ! 


You,  forsooth,  must  come  crusatlinj^%  boring'  us  with  broad- 
est liint.s 

*  )f  your  own  j)oculiar  lossos  by  American  rej)rints. 

Such  an  impudent  remonstrance  never  inouria(;o  was  flun*,' : 

Lever  stands  it,  so  does  Ainsworth  ;  'joa,  I  guess,  may  hold 
your  tongue. 

Down  our  tliroats  you'd  cram  your  projects,  thick  and  liard 
as  pickled  sahnon, 

That,  I  s'pose,  you  call  free  trading, — I  pronounce  it  utter 


gammon. 


No,  my  lad,  a  'cuter  vision  than  your  onmi   might  soon 

liave  seen 
That  a  true  Columbian  ogle  carries  little  that  is  green  ; 
That  we  never  will  surrender  useful  privateering  lights. 
Stoutly  won  at  glorious  Bunker's  Hill,  and  <»th<'r  famous 

fights ; 
That  we  keep  our  native  dollars  for  our  native  scribbling 

gents. 
And  on  l^ritish  manufacture  only  waste  our  straggling  cents ; 
Quite  enough  we  pay,  I  reckon,  whf -n  wc  stumji  of  these  a  few 
For  the  voyages  and  travels  of  a  freshman  such  a.s  you. 

I  have  been  at  Niagara,  I  have  stood  beneath  the  Falls, 
I  have  marked  the  water  twisting  over  its  ram{)agious  walls ; 
But  "a  holy  calm  sensation,"  one,  in  fact,  of  perfect  peace, 
Was  as  much  my  first  idea  as  the  thought  of  Christmas 
geese. 
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As  for  "old  familiar  facos,"  looking  tlinnif,')!  the  misty  air. 
Surely   you  were  strongly  lijputrcd  -wlu'ii  you  saw  your 

ChuokstcT  there. 
One  familiar  face,  however,  y(»u  will  very  likely  see, 
If  voull  onlv  treat  the  natives  to  a  rail  in  Tennessee, 
Of  a  certain  individual,  true  Coluuibian  every  inch, 
In  a  high  judicial  station,  called  hy  'mancipators,  Lynch. 
Half  an  hour  of  conversation  with  his  worship  in  a  wood, 
"Would,  I  strongly  notion,  do  you  an  infernal  deal  of  good. 
Then  vou'd  understand  more  clearly  than  you  ever  did 

before, 
Why  an  independent  patriot  freely  spits  upon  the  lloor, 
Wh}'  he  gouges  when  he  pleases,  why  he  whittles  at  the 

chairs. 
Why  for  swift  and  deadly  combat  still  the  bowie-knife  he 

bears, — 
Wliy  he  sneers  at  the  old  country  with  republican  di.sdain. 
And,  unheedful  of  the  negro's  cry,  still  tighter  draws  his 

chain. 
All  the.se  things  the  judge  shall  t4'ach  thee  of  the  land  thou 

hast  reviled  ; 
Get  thee  o'er  the  wide  Atlantif,  worthless  London's  puling 

child  : 


Once — 'twas  when  1  lived  at  Jena — 

At  a  AViitlishaus'  door  I  sat ; 
And  in  pensive  contemplation 

Ate  the  sausage  thick  and  fat  j 
Ate  the  kraut,  that  never  sourer 

Tasted  to  my  lijjs  than  here  ; 
Smoked  my  pipe  of  strong  canaster 

Sipped  my  Hfteenth  jug  of  beer  ; 
( Jazed  upon  the  glancing  river, 

Oazed  upon  the  tranquil  pool. 
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AVhciicp  tlic  silver-voiced  Undine, 

AVhon  the  ni^dits  were  calm  and  cool, 
As  the  JUiron  Fcni<ine  tells  us, 

Rose  from  out  her  shelly  grot, 
Castinj,'  fjlamour  o'er  the  waters, 

"Witching  that  enchanted  spot. 
Vrom  the  sliadow  which  the  coppice 

Flings  across  the  rippling  stream, 
Did  I  hear  a  sound  of  music — 

"Was  it  thought  or  was  it  dream  ? 
There,  beside  a  pile  of  linen. 

Stretched  along  the  daisied  sward. 
Stood  a  young  and  blooming  maiden — 

'Twas  her  thrush-like  song  I  heard. 
Evermore  within  the  eddy 

Did  she  plunge  the  white  chemise  ; 
And  her  robes  were  loosely  gathered 

Ilather  far  above  her  knees ; 
Then  mv  breath  at  once  forsook  me, 

For  to<j  surely  did  I  deem 
That  I  saw  the  fair  Undine 

Standing  in  the  glancing  stream — 
And  I  felt  the  charm  of  knighthood  ; 

And  from  that  remembered  day, 
Kvery  evening  to  the  Wirthshaus 

Took  I  my  enchanted  way. 
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Shortly  to  relate  my  ston*. 

Many  a  we^k  of  sanimer  long. 
Came  I  there,  when  beer-o'ertaken. 

AVith  mv  lute  and  with  mv  sonjj ; 
Sung  in  mellow-toned  soprano 

All  my  love  and  all  my  woe. 
Till  the  river- maiden  answered. 

Lilting  in  the  stream  below  : — 
•*  Fair  Umline  I  sweet  Undine  ! 

Do«5t  thou  love  as  I  love  thee  I" 
"  Love  is  free  as  runnini:  water." 

Was  the  answer  made  to  me. 


Thus,  in  interchange  seraphic. 

Did  I  woo  my  phantom  fay. 
Till  the  nights  grew  long  and  chilly, 

Short  and  shorter  srrew  the  dav ; 
Till  at  last — 'twas  dark  and  gloomy. 

Dull  and  starless  was  the  sky, 
.\nd  my  steps  were  all  unsteady. 

For  a  little  flushed  -vvas  L — 
To  the  well-accustomed  siiOial 

Xo  response  the  maiden  gave  : 
l>ut  I  hearvl  the  waters  wishi... 

And  the  moaning;  ot  the  wave. 


VanisliCil  was  my  own  Umline, 

All  h(T  linon,  too,  was  j;one  ; 
And  I  walked  alwut  lamenting 

On  the  river  bank  alone. 
Idiot  that  I  was,  for  never 

Had  I  asked  the  maiden's  name. 
"NVas  it  Lieschen — was  it  ( Iretchen  ? 

Had  she  tin,  or  whence  she  came  ] 
So  I  took  my  trusty  meerschaum, 

And  I  took  my  lute  likewise ; 
Wandered  forth  in  minstrel  fashion. 

Underneath  the  lowering  skies ; 
Sang  before  each  comely  \\'irthshaus, 

Sang  beside  each  purling  stream, 
That  same  ditty  which  I  chanted 

AMien  Undine  was  my  theme, 
Singing,  as  I  sang  at  Jena, 

When  the  shifts  were  hung  to  dry, 
"  Fair  Undine  !  young  I'ndine  I 

Dost  thou  love  as  well  as  I  ? " 


Jiut,  alas  !  in  field  or  village, 
Or  beside  the  pebbly  shore, 

l)id  I  see  those  glancing  ankles, 
And  the  white  robe  never  more ; 
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Ami  no  answer  came  to  y;Tcct  me, 
No  sweet  voice  to  mine  replied ; 

J)ut  1  lieaixl  the  waters  rippling, 
And  the  moaning  of  the  tide. 


-..-C3»»-- 


"  The  mcanio^  cf  the  Tt*i>. 


dl)c  I'an  of  t!)c  i'tbitc. 

'I'in.JiJ.  IS  a  .sound  tliat'.s  dear  U)  jih*, 

It  liaunts  me  in  my  sleep  ; 
I  wake,  and,  if  I  hear  it  not, 

I  cannot  chrxjse  but  weej). 
\hove  the  roaring  of  the  wind, 

Above  the  river's  flow, 
Mcthinks  I  hear  the  mvstic  cry 

Of  "Clo!— Old  Clo!" 


The  exile's  song,  it  thrills  anion 
The  dwellings  r.f  the  free, 
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Its  sound  is  straii«(e  to  I'Ji^'lish  cans, 

IJut  'tis  not  strange  to  me  ; 
For  it  hath  shook  the  tented  field 

In  ages  long  ago, 
And  hosts  liavo  (quailed  iDefore  the  cry 

Ol'^Clo!— OldClo!" 

<  )h,  lose  it  not !  forsake  it  not ! 

And  let  no  time  efface 
The  memory  of  that  solemn  sound, 

The  watchword  of  our  race  ; 
For  not  by  dark  and  eagle  eye 

The  Hebrew  shall  vou  know. 
So  well  as  by  the  plaintive  cry 

Of '^'lo!— OldClo!" 

Even  now,  perchance,  by  Jordan's  banks, 

Or  Sidon's  sunny  walls, 
MTiere,  dial-like,  to  portion  time. 

The  palm-tree's  shadow  falls. 
The  pilgrims,  wending  on  their  way. 

Will  linger  as  they  go, 
And  listen  to  the  distant  cry 

Of"Cio:— Old  cio:" 


^ursrlr   (fnoggcuburg. 


[After  Uie  man:--. 


!.;i>r.] 


"  IJuRst^H  !  if  foaming  beer  content  ye, 

Come  and  drink  your  till ; 
In  our  cellars  there  is  plenty; 

Ilininicl !  how  you  swill ! 
That  the  liquor  hath  uUurance, 

Well  I  understand  ; 
Hut  'tis  really  past  endunince, 

When  you  sfjueezc  my  hand  !" 


And  he  hearrl  her  as  if  dreaming, 
Hf^ard  her  half  in  awe  ; 
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And  tlie  meerscliaum's  smoke  came  stroamiii;,' 

From  his  open  jaw  : 
Ami  liis  pulse  beat  somewhat  <iuickei' 

Than  it  did  before, 
And  he  finished  off  his  liquor, 

Staggered  througli  the  door  ; 


lk)lted  off  direct  to  Munich, 

iViid  within  the  year 
Underneath  his  German  tunic 

Stowed  wliole  butts  of  beer. 
And  he  drank  like  fifty  fishes, 

1  )rank  till  all  was  blue ; 
For  he  felt  extn'mely  vicious — 

Somewhat  thirsty  too. 

liut  at  length  this  dire  deboshing 

Drew  towards  an  end  ; 
Few  (jf  all  his  silber-groschen 

Had  he  left  to  spend. 
And  he  knew  it  was  not  prudent 

Longer  to  remain  ; 
So,  "with  weary  feet,  the  student 

AVeuded  home  again. 

At  the  tavern's  well-known  portal 
Knocks  he  as  before, 


7:J 
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And  a  "wait^^r,  nitlior  inort;«l, 
Hiccups  throu^'li  \]\o  door, — 

*•  Maxtor's  sloepinj,'  in  tlic  kitchen  ; 
You'll  alarm  the  house  : 

Yestonlay  the  Jun^rfrau  Fritchen 
Married  baker  Kraus  I" 

Like  a  fiery  comet  bristlin^r, 

Rose  the  younj,'  man's  hair, 
^Viid,  poor  soul !  he  fell  a-Avhistlin.L^ 

Out  of  sheer  despair. 
I  >o\vn  the  gloomy  street  in  silence, 

8ava;;e-calni  he  goes  ; 
liut  he  did  no  deed  of  vi'lence — 

Only  blew  his  nose. 

Then  he  hired  an  air}'  garret 

Near  her  (hv<'lling-place  ; 
(wTQw  a  beard  of  fiercest  carn>t. 

Never  wa><hed  his  face  ; 
Sate  all  day  beside  the  casement. 

Sate  a  dreary  man  ; 
hound  in  smoking  such  an  easement 

As  the  wretched  can  ; 


Stared  for  hours  and  hours  together, 
Stared  yet  more  and  more  ; 


Till  in  fine  and  sunny  weather, 

At  the  baker's  door, 
Stooil,  in  apron  \vhite  and  mealy, 

That  belov<d  dame, 
Counting  out  the  loaves  so  freely, 

Selling  of  the  same. 

Then  like  a  volcano  puffing. 

Smoked  he  out  his  pipe  ; 
Sighed  an<l  supped  on  ducks  and  stuffing, 

Ham  and  kraut  and  tripe  ; 
Went  to  bed,  and,  in  the  morning, 

Waited  as  before. 
Still  his  eyes  in  anguish  turning 

To  the  baker's  door  ; 

Till,  with  apron  white  and  mealy, 

Came  the  lovely  dame. 
Counting  out  the  loaves  so  freelv. 

Selling  of  the  same. 
So  one  day — the  fact's  amazing  I — 

On  his  post  he  died  ! 
And  they  found  the  body  gazing 

At  the  baker's  bride. 


Tih\)\  ani   jllorniua. 

[Not  by  Sir  K.  iiui-Acr  Lyxx-  u  j 

"  Thy  cofloc,  Tom,  's  untastod, 

^Vnd  thy  egg  is  very  cold ; 
Thy  cheeks  aro  wan  and  wasted, 

Not  rosy  as  of  old. 
My  boy,  what  has  come  o'er  ye  ? 

You  surely  are  not  well ! 
Try  some  of  that  ham  before  ye, 

And  then,  Tom,  ring  the  bell  1" 

"  I  cannot  eat,  my  mother. 

My  tongue  is  parched  and  bound, 
.Vnd  my  head,  somehow  or  other. 

Is  swimming  round  and  round. 
In  my  eyes  there  is  a  fulness, 

And  my  pulse  is  beating  quick  ; 
<  )n  my  brain  is  a  weight  of  dulness  ; 

Oh,  mother,  I  am  sick  !" 


NIGHT    AND    MORNING.  7.') 


••  These  Ion;.,',  Ion;.,'  nights  of  -watching 

^Vre  killing  you  outright ; 
The  evening  dews  are  catching, 

And  you're  out  every  night. 
Why  doe.^  that  horrid  grumbler. 

Old  lnk])on,  work  you  so  ]  " 

(Tom — lene  aui^ui^rrmx) 

"  My  head  !   Oli,  that  tenth  tuniLler  ! 
"Twas  that  which  wrought  niy  woe  I " 


fbt  «ittr  m. 

The  >uu  is  in  the  sky,  motlicr.  tho  f1n^\•prs  arc  springing' 

fair. 
And  the  melody  of  woodland  birds  is  stirring  in  tho  air; 
The  river,  smiling  t<>  the  sky,  glides  onward  to  the  sea. 
And  happiness  is  everywhere,  oh  mother,  l)Ut  with  me  ! 

They  are  going  to  the  church,  mother,  — I  hear  the  rnar- 

riage-bell  ; 
It  booms  along  the  upland, — oh  !  it  haunts   me  like  a 

kneU ; 
He  leadjB  her  on  his  arm,  mother,  he  cheers  her  faltering 

step, 
And  closely  to  his  side  she  clings, — she  does,  the  demirep  ! 

They  aiL-  crossing  by  the  stile,  mother,  where  we  so  oft 

have  stooil, 
Tlie  stile  beside  the  sha<ly  thorn,  at  the  comer  of  the 

woo<l ; 
-Vnd  the  boughs,  that  wont  to  murmur  back  the  words 

that  won  my  ear, 
Wave  their  silver  blossoms  o'er  him,  as  he  leads  his  bridal 

fere. 
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lie  Avill  pass  beside  the  stream,  mother,  Avlicre  lirst  my 

hand  lie  j)r«'ssed, 
IJy  the  mi'adi)\v  where,  \vitli  ([uivcriii;^'  lij),  liis  passion  ho 

confessed  ; 
And  down  the  hedgerows  where  we've  strayed  again  and 

yet  again  ; 
lUit  he  will  not  think  of  me,  mother,  his  broken-hearted 

Jane  ! 


He  said  that  T  was  proud,  mother, — that  I  looked  for  rank 

and  gold  ; 
He  said   1   did  not  love  him,  —  he  said   my  W(jrds   were 

cold  ; 

He   said    I    kept    him  off  antl  on,   in    hopes  of   higher 

game,— 
And  it  may  be  that  I  did,  mother;  but  who  hasn't  done 

the  same  ? 


1  did  not  know  my  heart,  mother, — 1  knijw  it  now  too 

late; 
I  thought  that  I  without  a  pang  could  wed  some  nobler 

mate ; 
But  no  nobler  suitor  sought  me, — and  he  has  taken  wing. 
And  my  heart  is  gone,  and  I  am  left  a  lone  and  blighted 

thinfr. 
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You  may  lay  me  in  my  bod,  mother, — my  Load  is  tlirob- 

bintj  sore ; 
Aud,  mother,  prithee,  let  the  sheets  be  duly  airod  before  ; 
.Vnd,  if  you'd  do  a  kindness  to  your  poor  desponding 

child, 
1  )raw  mo  a  pot  of  beer,  mother,  and,  mother,  draw  it  mild ! 


■  lyyv« 


Tfrc    iflltcting. 

Once  I  lay  beside  a  fountain, 

Lulled  me  with  its  gentle  son<^% 

And  my  thoughts  o'er  dale  and  mountain 
AVitli  the  clouds  were  borne  along. 

There  I  saw  old  castles  Hinging 

Shadowy  gleams  on  moveless  seas, 

Saw  gigantic  forests  swinging 
To  and  fro  without  a  breeze ; 

And  in  dusky  alleys  straying, 
]Many  a  giant  shape  of  power, 

Troops  of  nymphs  in  sunshine  playing, 
Singing,  dancing,  hour  on  hour. 

I,  too,  trod  these  plains  Elysian, 

Heard  their  ringing  tones  of  mirth. 

But  a  brighter,  fairer  -s-ision 

Called  me  back  again  to  earth. 

From  the  forest  shade  advancing, 
See,  where  comes  a  lovely  ^May ; 

The  dew,  like  gems,  before  her  glancing. 
As  bhe  1>rushes  it  away  ! 


Straight  I  roso,  and  ran  to  meet  lier, 
Seized  her  hand — the  lieavenly  V)lue 

<  >f  lier  eyes  sinilud  brighter,  sweeter, 
As  she  asked  me — "  Wlio  am  yon  ?  '* 

T<»  that  question  cam*'  another  ; 

Wliat  its  aim  I  still  must  doubt. 
And  she  asked  me,  "How's  your  mother  ; 

Does  she  know  that  you  arc  out  ? " 

*'>»o  !  my  mother  does  not  know  it, 

IJeauteous,  heaven-descended  muse  !  " 

*'  Then  be  off,  my  han<lsome  poet, 

And  ^av  I  sent  you  with  th<'  lu-ws  ! '' 


.^.^r-V^^      >^,,     ^r- 


%\i  (Lonliict  anil  the  Australian  I'abn" 


Thy  skin  is  dark  as  jet,  ladye, 

Thy  cheek  is  sharp  and  higli, 
And  there's  a  cruel  leer,  love, 

AVithin  thy  rolling  eye  : 
These  tangled  ebon  tresses 

Xo  comb  hath  e'er  gone  tliroiigh  ; 
And  thy  forehead,  it  is  furrowed  by 

The  elegant  tattoo  ! 


I  lovo  thee, — oh,  I  love  thee, 

Tliou  str.ingely-feediiii;  maid  ! 
Xay,  lift  not  tlius  thy  l^ooineraiit,', 

T  iiioant  not  U)  uphraid  ! 
t  uiuc,  let  me  taste  those  ytdlow  lips 

That  ne'er  were  tasted  yet, 
Save  when  the  shipwrecked  mariner 

Passed  through  them  for  a  whet. 

Nay,  squeeze  me  not  so  ti^'htly  I 

For  I  am  <,faunt  and  thin ; 
There's  little  flesh  to  tempt  thee 

Doneath  a  convict's  skin. 
I  came  not  to  be  eaten  ; 

I  sought  thee,  love,  to  woo  ; 
liesides,  bet) link  thee,  dearest, 

Thoust  dined  on  cockatoo. 


Thv  father  is  a  chieftain  ! 

Why,  that's  the  very  thin^' ! 
Within  my  native  country 

I  too  have  l)een  a  king, 
liehold  this  branded  lett^T, 

AVhich  nothing  can  efface  I 
It  is  the  royal  emblem, 

The  token  of  my  race  ! 


TIIF    roXVKT    AXF)    ArSTRAF.IAX    I. ADV.  83 


But  relji'ls  rose  against  me, 

Aiitl  dared  my  power  disown — 
You've  heard,  love,  of  the  judges  i 

Tliey  drove  me  from  my  throne. 
.Vnd  I  have  wandered  liither, 

Across  tlie  stormy  sea, 
Tn  search  of  <.rl furious  freedom, — 

In  search,  my  sweet,  of  thee  ! 

Tlie  bush  is  now  my  empire. 

The  knii'e  my  sceptre  keen  ; 
Come  with  me  to  the  desert  wild, 

And  be  my  dusky  (jueen. 
I  cannot  give  thee  jewels, 

I  have  nor  sheep  nor  cow, 
Yet  there  are  kangaroos,  love, 

And  colonists  enow. 


We'll  meet  the  unwary  settler, 

As  whistling'  home  he  goes, 
And  I'll  take  tribute  from  him, 

His  money  and  his  clothes. 
Then  on  his  bleeding  carcass 

Thou'lt  lay  thy  pretty  paw, 
And  lunch  upon  him,  roasted, 

Or,  if  you  like  it,  raw  I 


Tlion  come  witli  mc,  my  princess, 

My  own  Australian  dear, 
Within  tliis  grovo  of  gum  trees 

We'll  hold  our  bridal  cheer  ! 
Thy  heart  with  love  is  beating, 

I  feel  it  through  my  side  : — 
Hurrah,  then,  for  the  noble  pair, 

The  Convict  and  his  Bride  ! 


al)c 

ilolcful  t'an  of  tire  ^lonounblc  =»«.  cX  iUmns. 

Come  and  listen,  lords  and  ladies, 

To  a  woeful  lay  of  mine  ; 
He  whose  tailor's  bill  unpaid  is, 

Let  liini  now  his  ear  incline  ! 
Let  him  hearken  to  my  story, 

How  the  noblest  of  the  land 
Pined  in  piteous  purgatory, 

'Xeatli  a  sponging  Bailitrs  hand. 

L  0.  Uwins  !  T.  ( ).   I'wins  ! 

Baron's  son  although  thou  be. 
Thou  must  pay  for  thy  misdoings 

In  the  country  of  the  free  ! 
Xone  of  all  thy  sire's  retainers 

To  thy  rescue  now  may  come ; 
And  there  lie  some  score  detainei-s 

AVith  Abednego,  the  bum. 

Little  recked  he  of  his  prison 

AVhilst  the  sun  was  in  the  sky  : 

Only  when  the  moon  was  risen, 
Did  you  hear  the  captive's  cry. 

For  till  then,  cigars  and  claret 
Lulled  him  in  oblivion  sweet ; 
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And  ho  iiuuli  preferred  a  j^'arret, 
For  his  drinking,  t<^  the  street. 

P»ut  the  moonlight,  pale  and  broken, 

Pained  at  soul  the  liaron's  son  ; 
For  he  knew,  by  that  soft  token, 

That  the  larking  had  begun  ; — 
That  the  stout  and  valiant  Marquis 

Then  wa-s  leading  forth  his  swells, 
Milling  some  policeman's  carcass, 

Or  purloining  private  bells. 

So  he  sat  in  grief  and  sr»rrow. 

leather  drunk  than  otherwise, 
Till  the  golden  gush  of  morrow 

Dawned  once  more  upon  his  eyes  : 
Till  the  sponging  IJailiffs  daugliter, 

Lightly  taj»jiing  at  the  door, 
Urought  his  draught  of  soda-water, 

Brandy-lxjttomed  as  before. 

"  Sweet  Kebec<^al  has  your  father. 

Think  you,  made  a  deal  of  brass  ? " 

And  she  answered — "  Sir,  I  nither 
Should  imagine  that  he  has." 

T'wins  then,  his  whiskers  scratching, 
Leered  upon  the  maiden's  face, 


Aiitl,  lior  liand  with  ardour  «atihing, 
Folded  lier  in  close  eiiibiacM'. 

"  La,  8ir  I  let  alone — you  fright  me  ! " 

Said  the  daughter  of  the  Jew  : 
"  I)earest,  how  those  eyes  delight  me  ! 

Let  me  love  thee,  darling,  do  I  " 
'-  Vat  is  dish  ?  "  the  IJailitf  muttered, 

Itusliing  in  with  fury  wild  ; 
"  Ish  vour  muffins  so  veil  buttered, 

Dat  you  darsh  insult  ma  sliild  ?" 

"  Honoural)le  my  intentions. 

Good  Abednego,  I  swear  ! 
And  I  have  some  small  pretensions, 

For  I  am  a  l>aron's  heir. 
If  you'll  only  clear  my  credit, 

And  advance  a  fhou  *  or  so. 
She's  a  peeress — I  have  said  it  : 

Don't  you  twig,  Abednego  ?" 

''  I  )atsh  a  very  different  matter," 
Said  the  Bailifi",  with  a  leer; 

"But  you  musht  not  cut  it  fatter 

Than  ta  slish  will  shtiind,  ma  tear  ! 

If  you  seeksh  ma  approbation, 

You  musht  quite  give  up  your  rigsh 

•  The  fashiunable  abbreviation  for  a  thoosand  i>oniuls. 


88  THE    DOLEFUL    LAY    OF    L    <).    UWIXS. 


Alsho  vou  niuslit  ioiii  our  naslmii, 
And  ix'nounsh  iix  tlcsli  of  pigsh." 

Fast  a.s  one  of  Fa^in's  pui»ils, 

I.   n.   I'wins  did  aj^Tce  ! 
Little  plagued  with  holy  scruples 

From  the  starting'- post  was  he. 
lUit  at  times  a  haleful  vision 

Rose  before  his  shuddering  view, 
For  he  knew  that  circumcision 

"Was  expected  fnjni  a  Je^v. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  liabbis, 

Held  about  the  "Whitsuntide, 
Was  this  thorough-paced  Barabbas 

Wcd<ied  to  his  Hebrew  bride  : 
All  his  previous  debts  compounded, 

From  the  sponging-house  he  came, 
And  his  father's  feelings  wounded 

"With  reflections  on  the  same. 

liut  the  sire  his  son  accosted — 
"  Split  my  wig  !  if  any  more 

Such  a  dou>>le-dyed  apr»state 

Shall  presume  to  cross  my  drK>r  ' 

Xot  a  penny-piece  to  save  ye 

From  the  kennel  or  the  spout ; — 
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J>iuiH'r,  .lolm  I  the  j)ig  and  gravy  ! — 
Kick  this  dirty  scoundrel  out  ! " 

Forth  rushed  T.  O.  T^wins,  f\i.ster 

Than  all  winking — much  afraid, 
That  the  orders  of  the  master 

"Would  be  punctually  obeyed  : 
Sought  his  club,  and  then  the  sentence 

Of  expulsion  first  he  saw  ; 
Xo  one  dared  to  own  acquaintance 

AVith  a  Uaililfs  son-in-law. 

Uselessly,  down  Dund  Street  strutting, 

Pid  he  greet  his  friends  of  yore  : 
Such  a  universal  cutting 

Never  man  received  before  : 
Till  at  last  his  pride  revolted — 

Tale,  and  lean,  and  stern  he  grew  ; 
^Vnd  his  wife  Rebecca  Vjolted 

"With  a  missionary  Jew. 

Ye  who  read  this  doleful  dittv, 
Ask  ye  where  is  Uwins  now  ? 

"Wend  your  way  through  London  city, 
CHmb  to  Holborn's  lofty  brow  ; 

Near  the  sign-post  of  tlie  "Xigger," 
Near  the  baked-potato  shed, 


<»<  1 
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Vou  may  see  a  fjhastly  (igiire 

With  three  hats  upon  liis  heail. 

Wheu  lie   evening  shades  are  dusky. 

Then  the  phantom  form  draws  near, 
And,  with  accents  low  and  huskv, 

Pours  eniuvium  in  your  ear  ; 
Craving  an  immediate  barter 

( )f  vour  trousers  or  surtoul  ; 
And  vou  know  the  Hebrew  martvr, 

Once  the  peerless  T.  < ).  T\ 
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Did  vou  ever  hear  the  storv — 

old  the  legend  is  and  true — 
How  a  knyghte  of  fame  and  glory 

All  aside  his  armour  threw  ; 
Spouted  spear  and  pawned  habergeon. 

Pledged  his  sword  and  surcoat  gay, 
iSate  down  cross-legged  on  the  shop-board. 

Sate  and  stitched  the  livelong  day  ? 
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"  Taylzeour  I  not  one  single  sliilling 

Does  my  breeches  pocket  hold  : 
I  to  pay  am  really  willing, 

If  I  only  had  the  gold. 
Farmers  none  can  I  encounter, 

Ciraziers  there  are  none  to  kill ; 
Therefore,  prithee,  gentle  taylzeour. 

Bother  not  about  thy  bill." 

"CJood  Sir  Knyghte,  just  once  too  often 

Have  you  tried  that  slippery  trick  ; 
Hearts  like  mine  you  cannot  soften, 

Vainly  do  you  ask  for  tick. 
Christmas  and  its  bills  are  coming, 

Soon  will  they  be  showering  in  ; 
Therefore,  once  for  all,  my  rum  un, 

I  expect  you'll  post  the  tin. 

"Mark,  Sir  Knyghte,  that  gloomy  bayliffe 

In  the  palmer's  amice  brown  ; 
He  shall  lead  you  unto  jail,  if 

Instantly  you  stump  not  down." 
Deeply  swore  the  young  crusader, 

hut  the  taylzeour  would  not  hear  ; 
And  the  gloomy,  bc^arded  bayliffe 

Evermore  kept  sneaking  near. 

"Neither  groat  nor  maravedi 
Have  I  got  my  soul  to  bless ; 


I 
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And  I'tl  feel  extremely  seedy, 

Lan.i^uishing  in  vile  duresse. 
Therefore  listen,  nitldess  taylzeour, 

Take  my  steed  and  armour  free, 
l*awn  them  at  thy  Hebrew  uncle's, 

And  I'll  work  the  rest  for  thee." 

Lightly  leaped  he  on  the  shop-board, 

Lif^litly  crooked  his  manly  limb, 
Lightly  drove  the  glancing  needle 

Through  the  growing  doublet's  rim. 
Gaberdines  in  countless  number 

Did  the  taylzeour  knyghte  repair, 
And  entirely  on  cucumber 

And  on  cabbage  lived  he  there. 

Once  his  weary  task  beguiling 

"With  a  low  and  plaintive  song. 
That  good  knyghte  o'er  miles  of  broadcloth 

Drove  the  hissing  goose  along ; 
From  her  lofty  latticed  window 

Looked  the  taylzeour's  daughter  down, 
And  she  instantly  discovered 

That  her  heart  was  not  her  own. 

"  Canst  thou  love  me,  gentle  stranger  ? " 
Picking  at  a  pink  she  stood — 

And  the  knyghte  at  once  admitted 
That  he  rather  thought  he  could. 


!)4 
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*'  lie  who  wo(ls  mc  shall  liave  riclies, 
Gold,  and  lands,  and  houses  free." 

"  For  a  sinj^le  pair  of — small -dnthesy 
I  would  roam  the  world  with  thee  ! " 

Then  she  llun<'  him  down  the  tickets — 
"Well  the  knyu'hte  their  import  knew  — 

"  Take  this  gold,  and  win  thy  armour 
From  the  unbelieving  Jew. 

Though  in  garments  mean  and  lowly. 

Thou  wouldst  roam  the  world  with  mn, 


'^J^ff^r- 


t  )nl}'  as  a  bcltcil  warrior, 

Stran^^'cr,  will  1  wtnl  with  thee  ! " 

At  the  least  of  good  Saint  Sticheiii, 

In  the  middle  of  the  Spring, 
There  was  some  siipeiior  jousting 

By  the  order  of  the  King. 
"Valiant  knyghtes  !"  i)roclainied  the  munareh, 

"  You  will  please  to  understand, 
lie  who  bears  himself  most  bravely 

Shall  obtain  my  daughter's  hand." 

Well  and  bmvely  did  they  bear  them, 

Bravely  battli^d,  one  and  all  ; 
lUit  the  bravest  in  the  tourney 

Was  a  warrior  stout  and  tall. 
None  could  tell  his  name  or  lineage, 

Xone  eould  meet  him  in  the  field. 
And  a  goose  regardant  j>roper 

Hissed  along  his  azure  shield. 

"  Warrior,  thou  hast  won  my  daughter  I " 

liut  the  champion  bowed  his  knee, 
"  Royal  blood  may  not  be  wasted 

On  a  simple  knyghte  like  me. 
She  I  love  is  meek  and  lowly; 

But  her  heart  is  kind  and  free  ; 
Also,  there  is  tin  forthcoming. 

Though  she  is  of  low  degree." 


.Ml 


THK    KNVC.IITK    AND    TAVLZKOUUS    l»Al(;ilTKH. 


iSlowly  rose  that  nameless  warrior, 

Slowly  turned  his  steps  aside, 
Passed  the  lattice  where  the  princess 

Sate  in  heauty,  sate  in  pride. 
Passed  the  row  of  noble  lailics, 

Hied  him  to  an  humbler  seat, 
And  in  silence  laid  the  chaplet 

At  the  taylzeour's  daughter's  feet. 


Ik  ^rtliiiniqbf  Oisit. 

It  was  the  Lord  of  Castlerea^'h,  he  sat  within  liis  room, 
His   arms  were    crossed    upon   his   breast,   his   face   was 

marked  with  gloom  ; 
They  said    that  St  Helena's   Isle   had   n^ndered   up   its 

charge, 
That  France  was  bristling  high  in  arms — the  Emperor  at 

large. 
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Twas  inidniLjlit  I    all   the  lamps  wore  diui,  ami    <liill    as 

death  the  street, 
It  miglit  ho  that  the  watchiuan  slept  that  ni^'ht  uiioii  his 

]>eat, 
Wiion  lo  I    a  Iieavy  foot  \vas   heard   to  creak   upon  the 

stair, 
Tlio  door  revolved  upon  its  liin^'c — Great  Heaven  ! — What 

•  liters  there  ? 


.\  little  man,  of  stately  mien,  -with  slow  and  solemn 
stride  ; 

His  hands  arc  crosse(l  upon  his  back,  his  coat  is  opened 
wide  ; 

And  on  his  vest  of  gi-een  he  wears  an  eagle  and  a 
star, — 

Saint  George!  protect  us!  'tis  Thk  Man — the  thunder- 
bolt of  war  ! 


Is   that    the    famous    hat    that    waved   along    Marengo's 

ridge  ? 
Are  these  the  spurs  of  Austerlitz — the  ])oots   «jf   Lodi's 

bridge  ? 
I>eads  he  the  conscript  swarm  again  from  Fianc<-  s  liornet 

hive  ? 
What  8^'eks  the  fell  usuqier  here,  in  I»ritain,  and  alive  ? 


* 


I'iile  (;re\v  the  Lord  of  ( 'astlereagh,  his  ton^iic  was  parchcMl 

aiul  dry, 
As  ill  liis  brain  lie  felt  the  ;^darc  of  that  tremendous  eye  ; 
^Vhat  wonder  if  he  shrunk  in  fear,  for  who  coukl  meet  the 

glance 
<  )f  liim  who  reared,  'mid  Russian  snows,  the  gonfak>n  ol 

France  ] 

From    the  side-pocket   of  his  vest  a  pinch   the   despot 

took, 
Yet  not  a  whit  did  he  relax  the  sternness  of  his  look  : 
"  Thou  thoughtst  the  lion  was  aliir,  but  he  hath  burst  the 

chain — 
The  watchword   for  to-night  is   France — the  answer  St 

Helene. 

'*  And  didst  thou  deem  the  barren  isle,  or  ocean  waves. 

could  bind 
The  master  of  the  universe — the  monarch  of  mankind  I 
I  tell  thee,  fool !  the  world  itself  is  all  too  small  for  me  ; 
I  laugh  to  scorn  thy  bolts  and  bars — I  burst  them,  an«l 

am  free. 

*'  Thou  thinkst  that  England   hates   me  !     Mark  : — This 

very  night  my  name 
Was  thundered  in  its  capital  with  tumult  and  acclaim  ! 
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iiuy  s;iw  iiif,  kiuAv  iiu',  owned  my  power — I'roud   lord  I 

I  say,  boware ! 
Tliore  bo  men  witliin  the  Surrey  side,   who  know  to  <!(» 

anil  dare ! 

"To-morrow  in  tliy  very  teeth  my  standard  will  I  rear — 
Ay.  well  that  ashen  cheek  of  thine  may  blanch  antl  shrink 

with  fear ! 
To-morrow   night   another   town   shall    sink   in   ghastly 

flames  ; 
An(l    as    I    crossed    the    Ilorodin,   so    shall    1    cross   the 

Thames  I 

**  Thou  It    seize    nie,   wilt    thou,   ere    tli<     dawn?     Weak 

lordling,  do  thy  worst  I 
These  hands  ere  now  have  broke  thv  chains,  thv  fetters 

they  have  burst. 
Vet,  wouldst  thou  know  my  resting-place?     Heboid, 'tis 

written  there ! 
And  ^  *  *by  coward  myrmid.-ii-  .ipproach  me  if  they  dare  I  " 

\t,<,t1,(T    pinch,  another  stride — he  passes  through  the 

'•  Was  it  a  phantom  or  a  man  was  standing  on  the  floor? 
And  couM  that  be  the  Em jx-ror  that  moved  before  my  eyes  ? 
Ah,  yes !  too  sure  it  was  himself,  for  here  the  paper  lies  I " 
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11)1 


Witli  treuiblin;^  hands  Lord  Castlerea^di  undid  llif  niystir 

scroll, 
With  glassy  eye  essayed  to  rciid,  for  fear  Avas  on  his  soul — 
""What's  here? — 'At  Astley's,  every  night,   the  play  of 

Moscow's  Fall  I 
Xai'()le<)N,  for  the  tliousandth  time,  hv  Mr  (iomkusai,  ! 
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ITbt  5C;ni  of  tire  ^'obcloru. 

('mmhai)F-s  you  may  ])as8  the  rosy.     With  perniission  of 

the  chair, 
I  shall  leave  you  for  a  little,  for  IM  like  to  take  the  air. 

Whether  twa.s  the  sauce  at  dinner,  or  that  glass  of  ^'inger- 

beer, 
'  )r  thf^<le  strong  cherf>ots,  I  know  not,  hut  1  feel  a  little  queer. 


Let  Die  go.      Nay,  Chuckster,  blow  nn-,  'pon  my  soul,  this 

is  too  bad  ! 
When  you  want  me,  ask  the  waitf^r  ;  he  knows  where  I'm 

to  be  had- 


Whew  I   Tliis  is  a  i^'reat  relief  now  I   Let  me  hut  undo  niv 

stock ; 
ivestin,L(  here  beneath  the  p(»i'ch,  my  nerves  will  steady 

like  a  rock. 

In  my  ears  I  hear  the  sin;4;in;^^  of  a  lot  of  favourite  tunes — 
r>l<'ss  my  heart,  how  very  odd  I     Why,  sun.dy  there's  a 
brace  of  moons  I 

See  I  the  stars  !  liow  bright  they  twinkle,  winking  with  a 

frosty  glare. 
Like  my  faithless   cousin  Amy  when  she  drove   me  to 

despair. 

<  )h,  my  cousin,  spider-hearted  1  ( )li,  my  Amy  !  Xo,  con- 
found it ! 

I  must  wear  the  mournful  willow, — all  around  my  liat 
I've  bound  it. 


Falser 

than  the  Hank  of  Fancy 

,  frailer  than  a  shilling 

glove, 

Puppet  to  a  father's 

anger,  minion  to  a 

nabob's  love  ! 

Is  it  V 

k-ell  to  wish  thee  happy 

?     Having  known  me, 

could 

you  ever 

Stoop 

to  marry  half 
liver  ? 

a  heart. 

and  little 

more  than 

half  a 

Happy  !      1  hiiiniR-  !     'Pliou  slialt  lower  to  his  level  day  hy 

(lav, 
ChanuniiL;  from  the  best  of  china  t<»  the  commonest  of 

clay. 


As  the  hushand  is,  the  wife  is, — hf  is  stomach-plagued 

and  old  ; 
And  his  curry  soups  will  make  thy  cheek  the  colour  of 

his  gold. 


^^'hen  his  feeble  love  is  sated,  he  will  hold  thee  surely 

then 
•Something  lower  than  his  hookah, — something  less  than 

his  cayenne. 


What  is  this?     His  eyes  are  pinky.     Was't  the  claret? 

Oh,  no,  no, — 
VAe>B  your  soul  I  it  was  the  f-almon, — salmon  always  makes 

him  .so. 


Take  liim  to  thy  dainty  chamber — soothe  him  with  thy 

lightest  fancies ; 
He  will  understand  thee,  won't  he? — pay  thee  with  a 

lover's  glances  ? 
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Louder   than    tlie    loudest    trumpet,    harsh    as    harshest 

opliick'ide, 
Xasal  respirations  answer  the  endearments  of  his  bride. 

Sweet  response,  delightful  music  !     (laze  upon  thy  noble 

eharge. 
Till   the   spirit  fill   thy   bosom   that   inspired   the   meek 

Latfarge. 

lietter  thou  wert  dead  before  me, — better,  better  that  I 

stood. 
Looking  on  thy  murdered  body,  like  the  injured  Daniel 

Good! 

Better  thou  and  I  were  lying,  cold  and  timber-stiff  and 

dead, 
With  a  pan  of  burning  charcoal  underneath  our  nuptial 

bed! 

Cursed  be  the  Bank  of  England's  notes,  that  tempt  the 

soul  to  sin  ! 
Cursed  be  the  want  of  acres, — doubly  cursed  the  want  of  tin  I 

Cursed  be  the  marriage-contract,  that  enslaved  thy  soul 

to  greed  ! 
Cursed  be  the  sallow  lawyer,  that  prepared  and  drew  the 

deed  I 


Cursed  be  his  fuul  apprentice,  whti  the  loathsome  fees  did 

earn  ! 
Cnr><-d  Ikj  the  clerk  and   parson, — cursed  be  the  whole 

conceni  I 


* 


Oh,  'tis  well  that  I   should  l)luster, — mucli   I'm   like  to 

make  of  that ; 
Detter  comfort  have  I  found  in  sin;'in;^  "  All  Around  mv 

Hat." 

Hut  that  song,  so  wildly  plaintive,  palls  upon  my  liritish 

ears. 
'•Twill   not  <lo  to  pine  for  ever,  —  I   am   i^ettinu'   up   in 

year?. 

Can't  I  tuni  the  honest  penny,  scribbling  for  the  weekly 
press, 

And  in  writing  Sunday  libels  drown  my  j)rivate  wretched- 
ness ? 

<  )h,  to  feel  the  wild  imlsation  that  in  manhood's  dawn  J 

knew. 
When  my  days  were  all  before  me,  and  my  years  were 

twenty -two ! 


When  1  smoked  my  iiulependent  pipe  along  tlie  (Quadrant 

wide, 
Witli  the  numy  larks  of  London  Harini:  up  on  every  side  ; 

When  I  went  the  pace  so  wildly,  caring  little  what  might 

come  ; 
Coffee-milling  care  and  sorrow,  with  a  nose-adapted  tliumb  ; 

Felt    the    exquisite    enjoyment,   tossing    nightly    off,    oh 

lieavens  I 
lirandy  at   the   Cider   Cellars,    kidneys    smoking-hot  at 

Evans' ! 


<  )r  in  the  Adelphi  sitting,  half  in  rapture,  half  in  tears, 
Saw  the  glorious  melodmma  conjure  up  the   shades  of 


years 


I 


iSaw  Jack  8hepi)ard,  noble  stripling,  act  his  wondrous  feats 

again. 
Snapping  ^Newgate's  bars  of  iron,  like  an  infant's  daisy 

chain. 


flight  was  right,  and  all  the  terrors,  which  had  held  the 

world  in  awe, 
Were  despised,  and  prigging  prospered,  spite  of  Laurie, 

spite  of  law. 


lO^  THK    LAV    OF    THE    LdVKLoHN. 


Ill  such  scenes  as  these   I  triumplied,  ere  luy  passion's 

ed^^e  was  nisteil, 
Anil    mv   cousin's  cold   refusal   left    nic  vorv  much  dis- 

giistcd ! 

Since,  niv  heart  is  sere  and  withered,  and  I  do  not  care  a 

curse, 
Wliether  worse  shall  he  the  better,  or  tlic  better  be  the 

worse. 

Hark!  my  merry  comrades  call  me,  Vjawlin^'  for  another 

jorum ; 
They  would  mock  me  in  derision,  should  I  thus  appear 

before  'em. 

Womankind  no  more  shall  vex  me,  such  at  least  as  go 

arrayed 
In  the  most  expensive  satins  and  the  newest  silk  brocade. 

I'll  to  Afric,  lion-haunted,  where  the  giant  forest  yields 
Karer   robes   and  finer   tissue   than    are  sold  at  Spital- 
fields. 

Or   to   burst   all    chains   of   habit,   Hinging   habit's   self 

aside, 
I   shall  walk  the  tangled  jungle  in  mankinds  primeval 

pride ; 
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Feediiif,'  on  the  luscious  berries  and  the  rich  cassava  root, 
Lots  of  dates  and  lots  of  ^auivas,  clusters  of  forbidden 
fruit. 


Never 

comes   the   trader   thither,   never  o'er 

the  })urple 

main 

Sound 

s  the  oath  of  Ih-itish  commerce, 
Cockaigne. 

or  the 

accents  of 

There, 

methinks,  would  be  enjoyment, 
rule  prevents ; 

where 

no  envious 

Sink 

the  steamboats !  cuss  the  railway 
Three  per  Cents  ! 

si   rot, 

( >  r(jt  the 

Then' 

1 

the  passions,  cramped  no  longer, 
to  breathe,  my  cousin  ! 

shall 

have  space 

1  will 

wed  some  savage  woman — nay,  1 
dozen. 

•11  wed 

at  least  a 

There 

Til  rear  my  young  mulattoes,  a? 
bmts  are  reared : 

<  no  r> 

<»nd  Street 

They 

shall  dive  for  alligators,  catch  the 

wild  goats  bv  the 

»                                             1 

beard — 

Whistle    to    the    cockatoos,   an<l    mock 

the    1 

lairy- faced 

baboon, 

Worship  mighty  Munibo  J  umbo  in  tlic 

^Fount 

ains  of  the 

^loon. 

ll(»  TIIK    LAY    Ol     TIIK    LOYELOHN. 


I    myself,   in   far  Tiinl)iictoo,   l«'Oi)ar(rs   blood   uill  (laily 

qiiafl', 
I'lMi   n  ti'or  himting,  mounted  on  a  thoroii;^'li-bred  ^irall"*!. 

li'.iLLij  ^liall  1  shout  the  ^var-^Yhool),  as  somo  sullen 
stream  he  crosses, 

Startling,'  from  their  noonday  slumbers  iron-bound  rhino- 
ceroses. 

Fool !  again  the  dream,  the  fancy!    IJut  1  kno^Y  my  ^vords 

are  mad, 
For  I  hold  the  grey  barbarian  lower  than  the  Christian 

cad. 

I    the  swell — the   city  dandy  '.      I    to  seek   such   horrid 

places, — 
I  to  haunt  ^vith  s«jualid  negroes,  blubber-lips,  and  monkey - 

faces. 

I    t-.   w,,]  v.-itli   CoromanU-es  :      I.    who    managed — very 

nvrui  — 

To  s^'cure  the  heart  and  fortune  of  the  widow  Shilli- 
beer  I 

.Stuff  and  non.sens** !  let  me  never  fling  a  single  chance 

awav ; 
Maids  ere   now,   1   know,   have   loved    nu*,  and   another 

maiden  may. 


THE    LAV    Ml     Tin:    r.OVKF.OHN. 


^Forning  Post'  ('Tlie  Times '  won't  trust  mo), 

liL'lp  me,  as  I  know  you  can  ; 
I  will  pen  an  ailvertisement, — that's  a  never-   -^ 
t'ailin;,'  plan. 

•  W'axtkk — r>y  a  bard  in  wedlock,  some  young 

inten'sting  woman  : 
Looks  arc  not  so  much  an  object,  if  the  shiners 

bo  forthcominix  I 


•'  Hymen's  chains  the  advertiser  vows  shall  be 

but  silken  fetters ; 
Please  address  to  A.  T.,  Chelsea.      X.P. — Vou 

must  pay  the  lettei-s." 

That's  the  sort  of  thing  U)  do  it.     >.'ow  Til  go 

and  taste  the  balmy, — 
liest  thee  with  thy  yellow  nabob,  spider-hearted 

Cousin  Amy  ! 


-J 


e 


i 


^^>- 


{\\])  (jL'lifc's  (Lonsin. 

Decked  with  shoes  of  blackest  polisli 

And  with  shirt  as  wliite  as  snow, 
After  njatutinal  Ijreakfast 

To  my  daily  ♦le.'sk  I  go  ; 
First  a  fond  salute  bestfjwing 

<  >n  liiy  Mary's  ruby  lips, 
AVliich,  perchance,  may  be  rewarded 

With  a  pair  of  playful  nips. 

All  «lay  long  acroa^  the  ledger 

Still  my  patient  pen  I  drive, 
Thinking  what  a  feast  awaits  in<* 

In  my  happy  home  at  five  ; 
In  my  small  one-stijreyed  Ivleu, 

Where  my  wife  awaits  my  comin; 
.Vnd  onr  solitirj'  handmai<l 

Mutton-chops  with  care  i»  crumbing. 


MV    WIPES   COUSIN.  1 1:} 


AVhon  the  clock  proclaims  my  freedom, 

Then  my  hat  I  seize  and  vanisli  ; 
Every  trouble  from  my  bosom, 

Every  anxious  care  I  banish. 
Swiftly  brushing  o'er  the  pavement, 

At  a  furious  pace  I  go. 
Till  I  reach  my  darling  dwelling 

III  llic  Avilds  of  Pimlico. 

"  Mary,  wife,  where  art  thou,  dearest .'" 

Thus  1  cry,  while  yet  afar  ; 
Ah  !  what  scent  invades  ruy  nostrils  ? — 

'Tis  the  smoke  of  a  cigar  ! 
Instantly  into  the  parlour 

Like  a  maniac  I  haste, 
And  I  find  a  young  Life-Guardsman, 

AVith  his  arm  round  Mary's  waist. 
And  his  other  hand  is  playing 

Most  familiarly  with  hers  ; 
And  I  think  my  Brussels  carpet 

Somewhat  damaged  by  his  spurs. 
"  Eire  and  furies  !  what  the  blazes  ?" 

Thus  in  frenzied  wrath  I  call  ; 
When  my  spouse  her  arms  upraises, 

With  a  most  astounding  squall. 
''  Was  there  ever  such  a  monster. 

Ever  such  a  wretched  wife  ? 


H 
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All  I  how  \oT]^^  must  1  eiulure  it, 
How  protract  this  hateful  life  ? 

All  day  long,  (jiiite  unprotected, 
Does  he  leave  his  wife  at  home  ; 

And  she  cannot  see  her  cousins, 
P2ven  when  they  kindly  come  !" 

Tlien  the  young  Life-C'iuardsman,  rising, 

Scarce  vouchsafes  a  single  word, 
r>ut,  with  look  of  deadly  menace, 

Claps  his  hand  upon  his  sword  ; 
And  in  fear  I  faintly  falter — 

"  This  your  cousin,  then  he's  mine  ! 
Verj'  glad,  indeed,  to  see  you, — 

"Won't  you  stop  with  us,  and  dine  ?" 

Won't  a  ferret  suck  a  rablnt  ? — 

As  a  thing  of  course  he  stops  ; 
And  with  most  voracious  swallow 

AValks  into  my  mutton-chops. 
In  the  twinkling  of  a  bed-post 

Is  each  savoury  platter  clear, 
And  he  shows  uncommon  science; 

In  his  estimate  of  beer. 

Half-and-half  goes  down  before  hini, 
Gurgling  from  the  pewter  pot ; 


And  lie  moves  a  counter  motion 
For  a  glass  of  something  hot. 

Xeither  chops  nor  beer  I  grudge  him, 
Xor  a  moderate  share  of  goes  ; 

lUit  I  know  not  why  he's  always 
Treading  upon  Mary's  toes. 

Evermore,  when,  home  returning, 

From  the  counting-house  I  come, 
Do  I  find  the  young  Life-Ciuardsman 

Smoking  pipes  and  drinking  rum. 
Evermore  he  stays  to  dinner, 

Evermore  devours  my  meal ; 
For  I  have  a  wholesome  horror 

Both  of  powder  and  of  steel. 

Yet  I  know  he's  ]Mar/s  cousin. 

For  my  only  son  and  heir 
!Much  resembles  that  young  Guardsman, 

With  the  self-same  curly  hair  ; 
lUit  I  wish  he  would  not  always 

Spoil  my  carpet  with  his  spurs  ; 
And  I'd  rather  see  his  fingers 

In  the  fire,  than  touching  hers. 
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iltit  (i^ncfn  in  frantc. 

Au    Atici'int    Scottisli    Ballafl 
PART      I. 

It  fell  upon  tho  Au;xust  month, 
AVhen  landsmen  bide  at  liame, 

That  our  gude  Queen  went  out  to  sail 
Tpon  the  .saut-sea  faem. 


And  she  has  ta'en  the  silk  and  gowd, 
The  like  was  never  seen  ; 
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And  she  has  ta'on  tlie  I'rince  Albert, 
.Vud  the  ])aukl  Lord  Aberdeen. 


"  Ye'se  bide  at  hame,  Lord  "Wellington  : 

Ye  daurna  gang  wi'  me  : 
For  ye  hae  been  ance  in  the  land  o'  France, 

And  that's  eneuch  for  ye. 

"  Ye'se  bide  at  hame.  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

To  gather  the  red  and  the  white  monie  ; 

.Vnd  see  that  my  men  dinna  eat  me  up 
At  Windsor  wi'  their  gluttonie.  " 

They  hadna  sailed  a  league,  a  league, — 

A  league,  but  barely  twa, 
When  the  lift  grew  dark,  and  the  waves  grew  wan. 

And  the  wind  began  to  blaw. 

"  O  weel  weel  may  the  waters  rise, 

In  welcome  o'  their  Queen  ; 
AVhat  gars  ye  look  sae  white,  Albert  ? 

What  makes  your  ee  sae  green  ?  " 


"  ^Iv  heart  is  sick,  mv  heid  is  sair  : 
Gie  me  a  glass  o'  the  gude  brandie  : 

To  set  my  foot  on  the  braid  green  sward. 
I'd  gie  the  half  o'  my  yearly  fee. 
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"  It's  sweet  to  hunt  thu  sprii^'litly  hare 
<  hi  the  bonny  slopes  o'  AVindsor  lea, 

lUit  O,  it's  ill  to  bear  the  thud 

And  i^itching  o'  the  saut  saut  sea  ! " 

And  aye  they  sailed,  and  aye  they  sailed, 

Till  England  sank  behind, 
And  over  to  the  coast  of  France 

They  drave  before  the  wind. 

Then  up  and  spak  the  King  o'  France, 

AVas  birling  at  the  wine  ; 
"  O  wha  may  be  the  gay  ladye, 

That  owns  that  ship  sae  fine  ? 

"•  And  wha  may  be  that  bonny  lad, 
That  looks  sae  pale  and  wan  ? 

I'll  wad  my  lands  o'  Picardie, 
That  he's  nae  Englishman." 

Then  up  and  spak  an  auld  French  lord, 
Was  sitting  beneath  his  knee, 

*'  It  is  the  Queen  o'  braid  England 
That's  come  across  the  sea." 

"  ^Vnd  0  an  it  be  England's  (^ueen. 
She's  welcome  here  the  day  ; 

I'd  rather  hae  her  for  a  friend 
Than  for  a  deadly  fae. 
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"  (lae,  kill  the  eerock  in  the  yard, 

The  auld  sow  in  the  sty, 
And  bake  for  her  the  brockit  calf, 

But  and  the  puddock-pie  !  " 

And  he  has  gane  until  the  shijD, 

As  soon  as  it  drew  near, 
And  he  has  ta'en  her  by  the  hand — 

"  Ye' re  kindly  welcome  here  !  " 

And  syne  he  kissed  her  on  ae  cheek, 

And  syne  upon  the  ither ; 
And  he  ca'd  her  his  sister  dear, 

And  she  ca'd  him  her  brither. 

''  Light  doun,  light  doun  now,  ladye  mine, 
Light  doun  upon  the  shore  ; 

Xae  English  king  has  trodden  here 
This  thousand  years  and  more." 

"  And  gin  I  lighted  on  your  land, 

As  light  fu'  weel  I  may, 
O  am  I  free  to  feast  wi'  you, 

And  free  to  come  and  gae  1 " 

And  he  has  sworn  by  the  Haly  Rood, 
And  the  black  stane  o'  Dumblane, 

That  she  is  free  to  come  and  gae 
Till  twenty  days  are  gane. 
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"  T'vo  lippcnod  to  a  Froncliiiian's  aitli," 
Said  guile  Lortl  Ahcnleen  ; 

"  liut  111  never  lippen  to  it  again 
Sac  lang's  the  grass  is  green. 

"  Yet  gae  your  ways,  my  sovereign  liege, 

Sin'  hotter  niayna  he  ; 
The  wee  hit  hairns  are  safe  at  hame, 

By  the  hlessing  o'  !Marie  I 


I  j» 


Tlien  doiin  she  lighted  frae  the  shif». 

She  lighted  safe  and  sound  ; 
And  glad  was  our  good  TVin<e  Alhort 

To  step  upon  the  ground. 

"  Is  that  your  (^ueen,  my  Lord,"  she  said, 

"That  anld  and  huirdly  dame  ? 
I  s^*e  the  crown  upon  her  head  ; 

I>ut  T  dinna  k<*n  her  name.'' 

.\nd  she  has  kissed  the  Frenchman's  Queen, 

And  eke  her  daughters  three, 
And  gien  her  hand  to  the  young  Princess, 

Tliat  louted  upon  the  knee. 

And  she  has  gane  to  the  ]>roud  ca.stle, 

That's  higgit  heside  the  sea  : 
r>ut  aye,  when  she  thought  o'  the  haims  at  hame. 

The  tear  was  in  her  ee. 
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She  fjiod  the  Kiii<,'  the  Cheshire  cheese, 

lUit  ami  the  porter  fine  ; 
AtkI  he  gied  her  the  puddock-pies, 

Hut  and  tlic  hlude-red  wine. 

Then  up  and  spak  tlie  dourest  Prince, 

An  admiral  was  he  ; 
"  Let's  keep  the  (^)ueen  o'  England  here, 

Sin  better  mayna  be  ! 

"  ( )  mony  is  the  dainty  king 

That  we  hae  trappit  here  ; 
And  mony  is  the  English  yerl 

That's  in  our  dungeons  drear  !  " 

*'  You  lee,  you  lee,  ye  graceless  loon, 

Sae  loud's  I  hear  ye  lee  ! 
There  never  yet  was  Englishman 

That  came  to  skaith  by  me. 

"  Gae  oot,  gae  oot,  ye  fause  traitour  ! 

Cxae  oot  until  the  strc^et ; 
It's  shame  that  Kings  and  (Queens  should  sit 

AVi'  sic  a  knave  at  meat  I " 

Then  up  and  raise  the  young  French  lord, 

In  wrath  and  hie  disdain — 
"  0  ye  may  sit,  and  ye  may  eat 

Your  puddock-pies  alane  ! 
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"  Hut  won'  I  ill  my  aiii  glide  ship, 

Ami  sailinp  wi'  tlie  wind, 
Ami  did  I  iiicot  wi'  auld  NajMor. 

I'd  tell  him  o'  my  mind." 

( >  then  the  (^Juccn  Icuch  loud  and  lang, 
And  her  colour  went  and  came  ; 

"Gin  ye  meet  wi'  Charlie  on  the  seji, 
Ye'd  wish  yerscl  at  hame  I '" 

Ami  aye  they  Ijirlit  at  the  wine, 

And  drank  richt  merrilie, 
Till  the  auld  cock  crawed  in  the  castle-yard, 

An<l  tlie  ahljey  hell  struck  three. 

The  (^ueen  she  gaed  until  her  bed, 

And  rrince  Albert  likewise  ; 
And  the  last  word  that  gay  ladye  said 

Was — "(J  tliae  pudduck-pies  I" 


PART    II 


The  sun  was  high  within  the  lilt 
Afore  the  French  King  rai.se  ; 

And  syne  he  loupfid  intil  his  sark. 
And  warslit  on  his  claes. 


"(Jae  up,  gae  up,  my  little  Ibot-pa^'e, 

(lae  up  until  the  toun  ; 
And  gin  ye  meet  wi'  the  auld  liaiper, 

Bo  sure  ye  bring  him  doun." 

And  lie  has  met  wi   tlie  auld  harper  ; 

U  but  his  een  \vere  reid  ; 
And  the  bizzing  o'  a  swarm  o'  bees 

"Was  singing  in  his  heid. 

"  Alack  !  alack  !  "  the  harper  said, 
"  That  this  should  e'er  hae  been  ! 

I  daurna  gang  before  my  liege, 
For  I  was  fou  yestreen." 

"  It's  ye  maun  come,  ye  auld  harper  : 

Ye  daurna  tarry  lang ; 
The  King  is  just  dementit-like 

For  wanting  o'  a  sang." 

And  when  he  came  to  the  King's  chand)er, 

He  lout  it  on  his  knee, 
"  O  what  may  be  your  gi'acious  will 

Wi'  an  auld  frail  man  like  me  ]  " 

"  I  want  a  sang,  harper,"  he  said, 
"  I  want  a  sang  richt  speedilie  ; 

And  gin  ye  diuna  make  a  sang, 

I'll  hang  ye  up  on  the  gallows  tree." 
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'•  1  caniia  dot,  iiiy  lio«^o,"  he  said, 

"  Ilae  mercy  on  my  aiild  grey  liair  ! 

r.ut  ^'in  that  T  had  got  the  words, 
1  tliink  that  I  might  mak  the  air.' 

"  And  Avha  8  to  mak  the  \vords,  fause  h)Oii, 
When  minstrels  we  have  barely  twa  ; 

And  Lamartino  is  in  Paris  t^iun, 
And  Victor  Hugo  far  awa  1 " 

"  Tlie  deil  may  gang  for  Lamartine, 

And  flee  away  wi'  auld  Hugo, 
For  a  better  minstrel  than  them  l-.ailh 

Within  this  very  toun  T  know. 

'•  < )  kens  my  liege  the  gude  Walter, 

At  liame  thev  ca'  him  T>on  CIaultiefi  ? 

He'll  rhyme  ony  day  wi'  True  Thomas, 
And  be  is  in  the  castle  here." 

Tiy  French  King  first  he  lauchit  loud, 
And  syne  did  he  begin  to  sing ; 

"My  een  are  auld,  and  my  heart  is  cauld, 
Or  I  8uld  hae  known  the  minstrels'  King. 

"  Ciae  take  to  him  this  rin;;  o'  gowd, 
And  this  mantle  o'  the  silk  sae  fine. 

And  bid  him  mak  a  maist^r  sang 

For  his  sovereign  ladye's  sake  and  mine.'' 
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•'  1  winna  tako  the  gowdcn  rini:. 

Nor  yet  tlie  mantle  line  : 
lint  I'll  niak  the  sang  for  my  ladye's  sake, 

And  I'ur  a  cup  of  wine." 

The  Queen  was  sitting  at  the  cards, 

The  King  ahint  her  back  ; 
And  aye  she  dealed  the  red  honours, 

And  aye  she  dealed  the  black  ; 

And  syne  unto  the  dourest  Prince 
She  spak  richt  courteouslie  ; — 

"Xow  will  ye  play,  Lord  Admiral, 
Now  will  ve  plav  wi'  me  ? " 

The  dourest  Prince  he  bit  his  lip, 
And  his  brow  was  black  as  glaur  ; 

"  The  only  game  that  e'er  I  play 
Is  the  bluidy  game  o'  war  ! "' 

•'  And  gin  ye  play  at  that,  young  man, 

It  weel  may  cost  ye  sair ; 
Ye'd  better  stick  to  the  game  at  cards. 

For  you'll  win  nae  honours  there  ! " 

The  King  he  leuch,  and  the  Queen  she  leuch. 
Till  the  tears  ran  blithely  doun  ; 

But  the  Admiral  he  raved  and  swore, 
Till  they  kicked  him  frae  the  room. 
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rile  llarjior  canio,  and  the  Harper  san;^^ 

And  ( )  Init  tliey  were  fain  ; 
For  when  lir  had  sung  the  gude  sang  twice, 

They  called  for  it  again. 

It  -svas  the  sang  o'  the  Field  o'  Hnwd, 

In  the  days  of  anld  langsyne  ; 
\Vlien  bauld  King  Henry  crossed  the  seas, 

AVi'  his  hrither  King  to  dine. 

And  aye  he  harped,  and  aye  he  carped, 

Till  up  the  (^)ueen  she  sprang- 
"  I'll  wa<l  a  County  Palatine, 

<  iude  Walter  made  that  sang." 

Three  days  had  come,  three  days  had  gane, 

The  fourth  liegan  to  fa', 
When  our  giule  (^Kieen  to  the  Frenchman  said, 

"  It's  time  I  was  awa  ! 

"  O,  bonny  are  the  fields  o'  France, 

And  saftly  draps  the  rain  ; 
But  my  baimies  arc  in  AVindsor  Tower, 

And  greeting  a'  their  lane. 

"  Xow  ye  maun  come  to  me,  8ir  King, 

Afl  I  have  come  to  ye  ; 
And  a  benison  upon  your  heid 

For  a'  vour  courtesie  ! 
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•'  Vi-  maiiii  couiL',  and  bring  ycnir  ladyu  lere  , 

Vo  sail  na  say  me  no  ; 
Aiul  ye'.so  mind,  we  have  aye  a  bed  to  span? 

For  that  gawsy  chield  Guizot." 

Now  he  has  ta'en  her  lily-M'hito  hand, 

And  put  it  to  his  li]), 
And  he  has  ta'en  her  to  the  strand, 

.Vnd  Iclt  Iier  in  her  ship. 

"Will  ye  come  back,  sweet  bird,"  he  cried, 

"  "Will  ve  come  kindly  here, 
AVlicn  the  lift  is  blue,  and  the  lavrocks  sing, 

In  the  spring-time  o'  the  year  ?  " 

"  It's  I  would  blithely  come,  my  Lord, 

To  see  ye  in  the  spring ; 
It's  1  woulil  blithely  venture  back, 

But  for  ae  little  thing. 

"  It  isna  that  the  winds  are  rude, 

Or  that  the  waters  rise, 
But  I  loe  the  roasted  beef  at  hame, 

And  no  thae  pUddock-pies  ! " 


c::ii- 


Ibe  Whsmn  of  the  ijttatpljtrson. 


[  Prom  tbe  a««Uc  ] 


I. 

FiiAiKhiioN  sworo  a  feud 

Against  the  clan  M'Tavifih 
Marched  intcj  their  laud 

To  murder  and  it)  rafish  ; 
For  he  did  resolve 

To  extirpate  the  vipers, 
With  four-and-twenty  men 

And  five-and-thirty  pif)er8. 


TIIK   MASSACRE    OF   THE    MACPIIERSON.  1  2!) 


II. 

lUit  when  he  had  gone 

Half-way  down  Strath  Canaan, 
Of  his  fighting  tail 

Just  throe  were  remainin'. 
Thev  were  all  he  had, 

To  back  him  in  ta  battle  ; 
All  the  rest  had  gone 

<  )ff,  to  drive  ta  cattle. 


III. 

"  Fery  coot ! "  cried  Fhairshon, 

"  So  my  clan  disgraced  is  ; 
Lads,  we'll  need  to  fight 

Pefore  we  touch  the  peastie.-^. 
Here's  Mhic-^Iac-Methu.saleh 

Coming  wi'  his  fassal.s, 
Gillies  seventy-three, 

And  sixty  Dhuinowa.'^sails  !" 


IV. 

"  Coot  tay  to  you,  sir  ; 

Are  you  not  ta  Fhairshou  ? 
"Was  you  coming  here 

To  fisit  any  person  ? 
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Vou  are  a  plackguartl,  sir  ! 

It  is  now  six  luiiulrcd 
Coot  long  years,  and  more, 

Since  my  glen  \vas  plundered/' 


"  Fat  is  tat  you  say  ? 

Dare  you  cock  your  peaver  ? 
I  will  teach  vou.  sir. 

Fat  is  coot  pchaviour  I 
You  shall  not  exist 

For  another  (lay  more  ; 
I  will  shoot  vou,  sir, 

'^>r  stap  you  with  my  claymorj* !  ' 


VI. 

'*  I  am  fery  glad 

To  learn  what  you  mention, 
Since  I  can  prevent 

Any  such  intention." 
.So  Mhic-Mac-^fethusaleh 

f '»ave  some  warlike  howls, 
irew  his  skhian-dhu, 

An  stuck  it  in  his  powels. 


VII. 

In  tliis  fer}^  -vvay 

Tied  ta  faliant  Fliairshuii, 
AVlio  was  always  thoii^^'ht 

A  superior  person. 
Fhairslion  had  a  son, 

AVliti  married  Xoali's  dangliler, 
And  nearly  sjioiled  ta  Fl<»od, 

By  trinking  up  ta  water  : 


VITI. 

AVliich  he  would  have  done, 

I  at  least  believe  it. 
Had  ta  mixture  peen 

Only  half  Glenlivet. 
This  is  all  my  tale  : 

Sirs,  I  h(^pe  'tis  new  t'  ye ! 
Here's  your  fery  good  healths, 

And  tamn  ta  wliusky  tluty  ! 


(I  be  ilounq  ^lodibrolicr's  yriic. 


'  >  rswiFTLY  speed  the  gallant  l)ark  I — 

I  say,  you  mind  my  hv^^iv^Q,  porter  ! 
I  do  not  heed  yon  storm-cloud  dark, 

I  _jo  to  wed  old  Jenkin's  (Liught<;r. 
1  ^o  to  claim  my  own  Maria/-, 

The  fairest  flower  that  blooms  in  Harwich  ; 
y\y  panting  Vxjsom  is  on  fire, 

.\nd  all  is  ready  for  the  marriag«i." 
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Thus  spoke  youn«;  Miviiis,  as  hu  stepped 

On  hoard  the  "  Firelly,"  Ilarwicli  packet  : 
Tlie  hell  run^'  out,  the  paddles  swept 

riish-plashiiiL,'  round  with  noisy  racket, 
riie  lowering  clouds  young  ^livins  saw, 

lUit  fear,  he  felt,  was  only  folly ; 
And  so  he  smoked  a  fresh  cigar, 

Then  fell  to  whistling — "  Nix  iiiv  dolly  '." 

The  wind  it  roared  ;  the  packet's  hulk 

Itocked  with  a  most  unpleasant  motion  ; 
Young  ^livins  leant  him  o'er  a  hulk, 

^Vnd  poured  his  sorrows  to  the  ocean. 
Tints — blue  and  yellow — signs  of  woe — 

Flushed,  rainbow-like,  his  noble  face  in, 
As  suddenly  he  rushed  below, 

Crying,  "Steward,  stewartl,  bring  a  basin  !"' 

On  sped  the  bark  :  the  howling  storm 

The  funnel's  tapering  smoke  did  blow  far  ; 
1,'nmoved,  young  !Mivins'  lifeless  form 

Was  stretched  upon  a  haircloth  sofa/*. 
All  night  he  moaned,  the  steamer  groaned. 

And  he  was  hourly  getting  fainter  ; 
"When  it  came  bump  against  the  pier, 

And  there  was  fastened  by  the  painter. 


Vouiig  ^liviiis  rose,  arranged  liis  clothes, 

Cauj^ht  \s'ildly  at  liis  small  portmanteau  ; 
lit-  was  unfit  to  lie  or  sit, 

And  found  it  diHicult  to  stand,  too. 
lie  souu'lit  the  deck,  he  sou;^dit  the  shore, 

He  sought  tlie  lady's  house  like  wiidving. 
And  asked,  low  tapping  at  the  door, 

"  Is  this  the  house  of  Mr  Jenkin  ?" 

A  short  man  came — he  told  his  name — 

Mivins  wa.s  short — he  cut  him  shorter, 
For  in  a  fury  he  exclaimed, 

"  Are  you  the  man  as  vants  my  darter  ? 
Vot  kim'd  on  you  List  night,  young  sqvire?  ' 

'*  It  was  the  steamer,  rot  and  scuttle  her  I" 
•  Mayhap  it  vos,  but  our  ^faria/" 

Valke<l  off  last  night  with  IJill  th(*  butler. 

"  And  80  you've  kim'd  a  post  too  late." 

"It  was  the  packet,  sir,  miscarried  !" 
'*  ^'y>  'I'^cs  you  think  a  gal  can  vait 

As  sets  'er  'art  on  Ix^ng  married  ? 
Last  night  she  vowed  she'd  be  a  bride. 

And  'ave  a  spouse  for  vuss  or  better  : 
So  Bill  struck  in  ;  the  knot  vos  tie^l. 

And  now  I  vishes  you  may  get  her  !" 
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Vouii;^'  Mivins  turned  liim  from  the  spot, 

llcwilderecl  ^vitll  the  dreadful  stroke,  lur 
Perfidy  came  like  a  shot — 

He  was  a  thunder-struck  stockbroker. 
"  A  curse  on  steam  and  steamers  too  I 

liy  their  delays  I  have  been  undone  I" 
He  cried,  as,  looking  very  blue. 

He  rode  a  bachelor  to  London. 


<Lbt   5C;uirc:itts'  Tourntn. 


Py  Oi-  Hon.  T B M'A 

(Tins  and  the  five  following  Poems  were  ainonK  those  forwanlod  to  the  Home 
Secretary,!-  '  '  fur  tlie  I-iurfatrslii]!,  on  its  licoom- 

ing  vacant  i.   :.-  -  n        iliey  ranic  into  our  i)Os.scKsion  is  h 

matter  between  Sir  James  Graham  and  ourselves.  Tlie  result  of  the  ronteJrt 
cnuM  never  havo  l>een  dout)tftil,  least  of  all  to  the  jn-eat  poet  who  then  snc- 
.  ,. )  t  try  the  Iwys.  His  own  sonnet  on  the  suhject  is  full  of  the  serene  con- 
^s  of  saperiority,  which  does  not  even  admit  the  idea  of  rivalrj-,  far  less 
of  defeat. 

Bays  !  which  in  former  days  have  graced  the  brow 

Of  some,  who  lived  and  love<l.  and  sang  and  died  ; 

Leaves  tliat  were  gathered  on  the  ]ileasant  side 
Of  old  Parnassus  from  AjkjIIo's  bough  ; 
W    "        ■     •    ■         •        ■  T  '    ".  .   yp  now, 

.~:.:.  :ire  is  none  beside. 

And  with  a  thrill  of  song  half  deified, 
I  bind  them  ■  <<n  my  locks  of  snow. 

There  shall  ti,-  .  .,  ..  ,  till  he  who  follows  next. 

Of  whom  I  cannot  even  guess  the  name, 
-     '!  by  Court  favour,  or  some  vain  pretext 

< '1  fancie<l  •     -*     '        -'    *'        -ic, — 
And  think,  ]  i  <iuit«'  an  well 

A«  tl«e  sole  bard  who  sang  of  Peter  Bell !] 


FYTTE   THE    FIRST. 

"  What  ne^v.'^,  what  newH,  tliou  jjil;,Tini  i^jcy,  what  news 

from  Routhom  land  ? 
How  fare  the  boM  ConBervativcs,  how  is  it  with  Forrand? 
How  does  the  little  Prince  of  WaUjs — how  looks  our  lad}' 

Queen  ? 
And  tell  me,  is  the  monthly  nurse  once  more  at  AVindsor 

seen?" 
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"  I  brin^'  no  tidiii^'s  from  the  Conrt.  nor  from  St  Stephen's 

I've  heard  the  thundering'  tramp  of  horse,  and  the  trum- 
pet's battle- call  : 

And  these  old  eyes  have  seen  a  fight,  ^vliich  England  ne'er 
hath  seen. 

Since  fell  King  Eichard  sobbed  his  sold  through  blood  on 
Bos  worth  Green. 


'  He's  dead,  he's  dead,  the  Laureate's  dead  ! '     'Twas  thus 

the  cry  began. 
And  straightway  every  garret-roof  gave  u])  its  minstrel 

man  ; 
From  Grub  Street,  and  from  Iloundsditcli,  and  from  Far- 

ringdon  Within, 
The  poets  all  towards  Whitehall  poured  on  with  eldritch 

din. 


Loud  yelled  they  for  Sir  James  the  Graham  :  but  sore 

afraid  was  he  ; 
A  hardy  knight  were  he  that  might  face  such  a  minstrelsie. 
*Xow    by   St   Giles  of  Netherby,  my  patron  Saint,    I 

swear, 
I'd  rather  by  a  thousand  crowns  Lord  Palmerston  were 

here  I — 


in<  TiiF.  T.AfiirATrs'  tourney. 


•  What  is't   ye  seek,  ye  rebel  knaves,  what    make    you 

there  Ix'neath  I ' 

*  The  bays,  the  Imys  I  we  want  the  bays  !  we  seek  the 

laureate  wreath ! 
We  seek  the  butt  of  generous  wine  tliat  cheers  the  sons 

of  8<mg ; 
Choose  thou  among  us  all,  Sir  Knight — we  may  not  tarry 

long  ! ' 


Loud  laughe<l  the  goocl  Sir  James  in  scorn — *  Ilare  jest  it 

wcrf:-,  I  think, 
But  one  poor  butt  of  Xeres,  and  a  thousand  rogues  t(» 

drink: 
An'   if   it    rtowod    with    wine   or    beer,     ti.s    ea.sy    to    be 

seen, 
That  dr)'  within  the  hour  would  be  the  well  of  Ilippo- 

crene. 


*Tcll  me,  if  on  i^arnassus'  heights  there  grow  a  thousand 

sheaves : 
Or   has   Apollo's   laurel    bu^h   yet   l>orne    ten    hundred 

leaves  ? 
Ur  if  so  many  leaves  were  there,  how  long  would  they 

sustain 
The  ravage  and  the  glutton  bite  of  such  a  locust  train  i 
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*  Xo  !  get  ye  back  into  your  dens,  take  counsel  for  the 

night, 
And  choose  me  out  two  champions  to   meet   in   deadly 

li^ht ; 
To-morrow's  dawn  shall  see  the  lists  marked  out  in  Spital- 

tields. 
And  he  who  wins  shall  have  the  bays,  and  he  shall  <lie 

who  yields  ! ' 


Down  went  the  window  with  a  crash, — in  silence  and  in 

fear 
J\£Lc\i  nigged  bard  looked  anxiously  up(jn  his  neighbour 

near  ; 
Then  up  and  spake  young  Tennyson — '  AVIkj's  here  that 

fears  for  death  ? 
'Twere  better  one  of  us  slumld  die,  than  England  lose  th(i 

wreath  ! 


*  Let's  cast  the  lots  among  us  now,  which  two  shall  fight 

to-morrow ; — 
For  armour  bright  we'll  club  our  mite,  and  horses  we  can 

borrow. 
'Twere   shame  that  bards  of   France  should  sneer,   ami 

German  Dichters  too. 
If  none  of  British  song  might  dare  a  deed  of  derrintj-do  ! ' 
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'The  list*!  of  Lovo  arc  mine,'  said  Moore,  'and  not  tlic 
lists  of  Mars  ; " 

Said  Hunt,  '  I  seek  the  jars  of  wine,  but  slum  the  com- 
bat's jars  1 ' 

'  Ini  old/  quoth  Samuel  Ko^^ers. — *  Faith,'  says  Camp- 
boll,  'sci  am  1  ! ' 

*  And  I'm  in  holy  orders,  sir  I '  quoth  Tom  of  Ingoldsby. 


*!Xow  out  upon  ye,  cravt-n  loons  I'   cried  M(»xon,  good  at 

need, — 
'  15ide,  if  ye  will,  secure  at  home,  and  sleep  while  others 

bleed. 
I  second  Alfred's  motion,  boys, — let's  try  the  chance  of 

lot  • 

And  monlvs  shall  sin;:,  and  bells  shall  rin^',  for  him  tliat 

3  to  pot' 


Ei^'lit    hundred    minstrels    slunk    away — two    hundred 

stayed  to  draw, — 
Now    Heaven    protect  the   daring'  wi^dit  that  pulls  the 

longest  straw  I 
'Tis  dr*ne  !  'tis  done  !    And  who  hath  won  ?    Keep  silence 

one  and  all, — 
The  first  is  AVilliam  AVord -worth  hight,  the  second  Ned 

FitzbaU  : 
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FYTTE    THE    SECOND. 

"()]i,  briglit  and  ,i,My  hath  dawned  the  day  on  lordly  Spital- 

tields, — 
How  flash  tlie  rays  with  ardent  bla/e  from  polished  helms 

and  sliields  I 
<  )n  either  side  the  chivalry  of  En^dand  ihr(»ng  the  green, 
And  in  the  middle  balcony  appears  our  gracious  '^ueen. 

AVith  iron  lists,  to  keep  the  lists,  two  valiant  kniglits  ap- 
pear, 

The  ^rar(|uis  llal  of  "Waterford,  and  stout  Sir  Aubrey  Vere. 

'  AVhat  ho  !  there,  herald,  blow  the  trunip  !  Let's  see  who 
comes  to  claim 

The  butt  of  golden  Xeres,  an«l  tht;  Laureate's  honoured 
name  ! ' 

T'hat  instant  dashed  into  the  lists,  all  armed  from  head  to 

heel, 
On  courser  brown,  with  vizor  down,  a  warrior  sheathed  in 

steel ; 
Then  said  our  <^ueen — '  Was  ever  seen  so  stout  a  knight 

and  tall  ? 
His  name — his  race  ? ' — '  Aiit  please  your  grace,  it  is  the 

brave  Fitzball. 


*  Oft    in    the    Mclodrnma    lino    his    i)rowcss    lialli    hecn 

shown. 
And  well  thnni^^hout  the  Surrey  side  liis  thirst  f«tr  hlood 

is  known. 
But  Bee,  the  other  champion  conies  I '  —  Then  run^'  the 

startled  air 
Witli  shouts  of  'Wordsworth.  Wordswnrtli,  ho  !  the  Itard 

of  Kvdal's  there.' 


And  lo  !  upon  a  little  steed,  unmeet  for  such  a  course, 
Appoare<l  the  honoured  veteran  ;  but  weak  seemed  man 

and  horse. 
Then  shook  their  ears  the  sapient  peers, — 'That  joust 

will  soon  be  done  : 
>ry  Lord  of  l>rougham,  I'll  back  Fit/.ball,  and  ^dve  you 

two  to  one  ! ' 


*  Ijone,    quoth  the  Urougham, — 'And  done  with  you!' 

*  Now,  Minstrels,  are  you  ready  1 ' 
Exclaimed  the  Ixjrd  of  Waterford, — '  Vou'd  Ijetter  both 

sit  steady. 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow  the  note  f»f  char^^e  I  nnd  forward  to 

the  fight : ' 
'Amen!'   said   gorxl  Sir  Aubrey  Vere  ;   'Saint  Schism 

defend  the  right ! ' 
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As  sweeps  the  l)last  a^'aiiist  the  mast  when  blows  the 
furious  S(|uall, 

So  startctl  at  the  trumpet's  sound  the  terrible  Fitzball ; 

His  lance  he  bore  his  breast  before, — Saint  (ieorge  pro- 
tect the  just ! 

<  >r  Wonlsworth's  hoary  head  must  roll  along  the  shame- 
ful dust ! 


'  Who  threw  that  calthrop  ?     Seize  the  knave  1 '     Alas  ! 

the  deed  is  done  ; 
Down  went    the  steed,   and  o'er  his   head    llcw   bright 

Apollo's  sun. 
'  Undo   his   helmet  !    cut   the   lace  !    pour  Avatcr  on   his 

head  ! ' 
*  It  ain't  no  use  at  all,   my  lord ;   'cos  vy  1  the   covey's 

dead  ! ' 


Above  him  stood  the  liydal  bard — his  face  was  full  of 
woe. 

'  Xow  there  thou  liest,  stiff  and  stark,  who  never  feared  a 
foe : 

A  braver  knight,  or  more  renowned  in  tourney  and  iji 
hall, 

Xe'er  brought  the  upper  galler}'  down,  than  terrible  Fitz- 
ball ! ' 
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They  led  our  Wonlsworth  to  the  (^ue«m — sho  crowned 

hiiu  willi  the  bays, 
\,>,1  wished  him  luany  happy  years,  and  many  <iuartcr- 

days  ; 
\\\d  it   youM  liave  the   story   told   by   abler  li[)s   than 

mine, 
You've   but   to   call    at    IJydal    Mount,    and    taste    the 

Laureate's  wine  ! " 


Zht    iloi);il    yanquct. 


Bv    Lhe   IIlu.   G S- 


Tiii:  <.^>iieen  sIil*  kept  high  festival   in   Wiii(ls(»r's   lordly 

hall, 
Ami  round  her  sat   the   ^^artered    kni;,dits,  anil   erniined 

nobles  all  ; 
There  drank  the  valiant  AVeliington.  there  fed  the  wary 

Peel, 
And  at  the  bottom  of  the  board  Prince  Albert  carved  the 

veal. 
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••  Wliat,  i>;uiU(M',  ho  I  remove  the  cloth!      Ho  I   collaror, 

tlu'  wine. 
Ami  l»i(l  the  royal  nurse  bring  in  the  hope  of  Urunswick's 

line  ! " 
Then  rose  with  one  tumultuous  shout  the  band  ot'  P.ritish 

j>eers, 
"(io(l   bless  her  sacred   Majesty  I      Let's  see    the   little 

dears  I " 

Now  by  Saint  George,  our  patron  saint,  "twas  a  touching 

sight  to  see 
That    iron    warrior    gently    place    tlic    Princess    «)n    liis 

knee  ; 
To  hear  him  hush  her  infant  fears,  and  teach  her  how  to 

gape 
With    rosy    mouth    expectant    for    the    raisin    and    the 

grape! 

They  paiis^'d  the  wine,  the  sparkling  Avinc; — they  filled  the 

goblets  up  ; 
P^ven  Brougham,  the  cynic  anchorite,  smiled  blandly  on 

the  cuj> ; 
And  Lyndhurst,  with  a  noble  thirst,  tliat  nothing  could 

appease, 
Proposed  the  immortal  memory  of  King  AVilliam  on  his 

knees. 
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"  What  want  we  here,  my  gracious  liege,"  cried  gay  Lord 
Abenlccn, 

"Save  gladsome  song  and  minstrelsy  to  How  onr  cups 
between  ? 

I  ask  not  now  for  (lonlburn's  voice  or  Knatchl^nll's 
warljling  lay, 

Hut  where's  the  Poet  Laureate  to  grace  our  board  to- 
day r' 

Loud  laughed  the  Knight  of  Xetherby,  and  scornl'ully  he 

cried, 
"  <  >r  art  thou   mad  witli  wine,  Lord   Karl,  or  art  tiiyself 

beside  } 
Ki'dit  hunilred  liedlam  bards  have  claimed  the  Laureate's 

vacant  crown, 
And  now  like  frantic  Bacchanals  run  wild  through  London 

town  I" 

*' Now  glory  to  our  gracious  (^)ueen  !"  a  voice  was  lieard 

to  cry. 
And  dark   Macaulay  stood  before  them  all  with  frenzied 

eye; 
"  Now  glory  to  our  gracious  C^ueen,  and  all  her  glorious 

race, 
A  boon,  a  boon,  my  sovran  liege  I    Give  me  the  Laureate's 

place  ! 
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"  Twas  I   tliat  san>,'  the  nii^'ht  of  IJome,  the  ^'lories  of 

Xavarn? ; 
\n']  who  couM  swoll  the  fame  so  well  < 4"  Britain's   Isles 

afar  ? 
The  hero  of  a  liiindr*'*!  tights — "'     Tlicn   \V«'llin<^'ton  up 

*'  H<t,  silence  in  the  ranks,  I   say  I     Sit  down,  and  hold 
your  tongue  I 


•'  r.y  heaven,  thrm  Jrlialt  not  twist  my  name  into  a  Jingling 

lay, 
'  )r  mimic  in  thy  puny  song  the  thunders  of  Assaye  ! 
'Tis  liard  that  for  thy  lust  of  place  in  pwice  we  cannot 

dine. 
Nurse,  take  her  Koyal  Highness,  here  I     Sir  Ilohert,  pass 

the  wine  !" 


"  No  Laureate  need  we  at  our  board  I "  then  spoke  tlie 

Lord  of  Vaux ; 
"  Here's  many  a  voice  to  chann   the   far  with   minstrel 

song.  I  know. 
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I4:> 


Even   I    iiivselt" —     Then  rose  ihe  crv — "  A  sunu,  <i  ^^>n-^ 

from  r>rou,L,'hain  I" 
He   san^% — and  strai^'htway  found  liiniself  alone  \vitliin 

the  room. 


ilk  Vwiri)  of  (L-rin's  ^'amcnt. 

By  T :.: RE,  Tm\ 

( )n,  weep  for  the  hours,  when  tlie  little  ])hii(l  boy 

Wove  round  nie  the  spells  of  his  Pai)hian  hower ; 
When  I  (lipped  my  li^'ht  wings  in  the  nectar  of  joy. 

And  soared  in  the  sunshine,  the  moth  of  the  hour  ! 
From  beauty  to  beauty  I  passed,  like  the  wind  ; 

Now  fondled  the  lily,  now  toyed  with  the  rose ; 
And  the  fair,  that  at  morn  had  enchanted  my  mind. 

Was  forsook  for  another  ere  evening's  close. 


1  ni^jicd  not  for  h«mour,  I  cared  not  for  fame, 

While  Pleasure  sat  by  me,  and  Love  was  my  guest ; 
They  twined  a  fresh  wreath  for  each  day  as  it  came, 

And  the  bos^jm  of  I>eauty  still  pillowed  my  rest: 
And  the  harp  of  my  countrv — neglected  it  slept — 

In  hall  or  by  greenwood  unheard  were  its  songs ; 
From  Love's  Sybarite  dreams  I  aroused  me,  and  swept 

It«  chords  U)  the  tale  of  her  glories  and  wrongs. 
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I'.ut  \\0Q\)  for  tlic  hour  ! — Life's  suninur  is  past, 

Aiul  the  snow  of  its  winter  lies  cold  on  niy  hmw  ; 
And  my  soul,  as  it  shrinks  from  each  stroke  of  the  l)last. 

(,'annot  turn  to  a  lire  that  glows  inwardly  now. 
No,  its  ashes  are  dead — and,  alas  I  Love  or  Song 

No  charm  to  Life's  lengthening  shadows  can  lend. 
Like  a  cup  of  old  wine,  rich,  mellow,  and  strong, 

And  a  seat  bv  the  fire  tfte-n-ti'te  with  a  friend. 


^  he    i\i«rc;itf. 


Who  wouM  not  })'• 

I  lie  I>aureat<'.  bold, 
Witli  liin  butt  of  Hhf^rry 
To  ]if('\)  him  iTHirry, 
And  nothing  to  do  but  to  pocket  hin  gold  f 


THK    L.\URE.\TH  I  .■>3 


Tis  1  would  be  the  Laureate  bold  ' 

ANTien  the  ilays  are  hot,  and  the  suii  i>  -u-ii^, 

I'd  1  in  the  <::atewav  all  the  day  Imii.:. 

With  her  Majesty's  footmen  in  crimson  and  j;<>M 

rd  care  not  a  pin  for  the  waiting-lorvl ; 

r»ut  I'd  lie  on  my  back  on  thf  smooth  greensward. 

With  a  straw  in  my  moui..,  ..^td  an  open  vest, 

^Vnd  the  cool  ^vind  blowing  upon  my  breast. 

And  I'd  vacantly  stare  at  the  clear  blue  sky. 

And  watch  the  clouds  as  listless  as  I, 

Lazily,  lazily  1 
And  I'd  pick  the  moss  and  ^laisies  white, 
And  chew  their  stalks  with  a  nibbling  bite  ; 
And  I'd  let  my  fancies  roam  abroad 
In  search  of  a  hint  for  a  birthdav  otle, 

Crazilv,  crazilv  ! 


uii,  mat  would  be  inc  aw  lor  me. 

With  plenty  to  get  and  nothing  to  do, 

But  to  deck  a  pet  poodle  with  ribl)ons  of  blue. 

And  whistle  all  day  to  the  (Queen's  cockat«x>, 

Trance-somely,  trance-somely  ! 
Then  luc  chambermaids,  that  clean  the  rooms. 
Would  come  to  the  windows  and  rest  on  their  bn>oms. 
With  their  saucy  caps  and  their  crisp^>d  hair. 
And  they'd  toss  their  heads  in  the  fragrant  air, 


TMK    I MHKATK. 


^Vnd  say  to  each  otlu-r — "Just  look  down  there, 
At  the  nice  young  man,  so  tidy  and  small, 
Who  is  paid  for  writing  on  nothing  at  all, 
Handsomely,  handsomely !" 


They  would  pelt  me  with  matches  and  sweet  pastilles, 
And  crumpled-up  balls  of  the  royal  bills, 
(Jiggling  and  laughing,  and  screaming  with  fun. 
As  they'd  see  me  start,  with  a  leap  and  a  run. 
From  the  broad  of  my  back  to  the  points  of  my  toes. 
When  a  pellet  of  paper  hit  my  nose, 

Teasingly,  sneezingly. 
Then  I'd  fling  them  bunehes  of  garden  flowers, 
And  hyacinths  plucked  from  the  Castle  bowers  ; 
And  I'd  challenge  them  all  to  come  down  to  me, 
And  I'd  kiss  them  all  till  they  kissed  me, 

Laughingly,  Laughingly. 


Oh,  would  not  that  be  a  merry  life. 

Apart  from  care,  and  apart  from  strife, 

With  the  Laureate's  wine,  and  the  Laureate's  jjay. 

And  no  deductions  at  quart^;r-day  ? 

Oh,  that  would  be  the  post  for  me  I 


TIIK    I.AlItKATFL  If).") 


With  plenty  to  get  and  nothing  tu  do 
I'.ut  to  (lock  a  pet  poodle  with  rihhons  of  lilue, 
Anil  ^vhistle  a  tune  to  the  (j)ueen's  cockatoo, 
And  scribble  of  verses  remarkably  few, 
And  at  evening  empty  a  bottle  or  two, 
(^Kiattingly,  (|uatlingly ! 


'Tis  I  would  be 

The  Laureate  bold, 
With  my  butt  of  sherry 
To  keep  me  merry. 
And  nothing  to  do  but  to  pocket  my  gold  ! 


Jl    niiiiiuQiu    ?llci)i!;ition. 


Fill  me  once  more  the  foaming  pewter  up  ! 

Another  boiir«l  of  oysters,  ladye  mine  ! 
To-nirrht  LucuHiis  witli  himself  shall  «up. 

Tliese  Mute  inglorious  ^liltons  are  divine  ! 

And  as  I  here  in  slippered  ease  recline, 
<4>uafhng  of  ]*erkins's  Entire  my  fill, 
I  si^h  not  for  the  lymph  of  A;^anippe's  rill. 

A  noVder  in>jiuatiun  tires  my  brain. 

< 'aught  from  Old  England's  line  time-hallowed  drink 

I  snatfh  the  j)ot  again,  and  yet  again. 

And  a-s  the  foaming  llui<ls  shrink  an«l  shrink, 
Fill  me  once  more,  I  say,  up  to  the  brink  I 

This  makes  strong  hearts — strong  heads  attest  its  charm— 

TTiia  ne^^'es  the  might  that  sleeps  in  Tiritain's  brawny  arm 

I  Jut  these  remarks  are  neith(;r  herr^  nor  there. 

Where  was  I  ?     Oh,  I  see — old  Southey's  dead  ! 
They'll  want  some  bard  to  fill  the  vacant  chair, 

And  drain  the  annual  butt — and  oh,  what  head 

More  fit  with  laurel  to  be  garlanded 


Than  this,  wliich,  curled  in  many  a  i'la^^rant  coil, 
I'rtathcp  of  Castalia's  streams,  and  hcst  Macassar  oil  ( 


I  know  a  grace  is  seated  on  my  brow, 

Like  young  ^\ polio's  with  his  golden  ])eams — 

There  should  Apollo's  bays  be  budtling  now: — 
.\nd  in  my  flashing  eyes  the  radiance  beams 
Tliat  marks  the  j)oet  in  his  waking  dreams, 

When,  as  his  fancies  cluster  thick  and  thicker, 

III-  feels  the  trance  divine  of  poesy  and  liquor. 


They  throng  around  me  now,  those  tiling.-  of  air. 
That  from  my  fancy  took  their  being's  stamp  : 

There  I'elham  sits  and  twirls  his  glossy  hair, 

Tliere  Clifiord  leads  his  pals  upon  the  tramp  : 
There  pale  Zanoni,  bending  o'er  his  lamp, 

Koams  through  the  starry  wilderne.ss  of  thouglit, 

AVhere  all  is  everything,  and  everything  is  nought. 


Yes,  I  am  he  who  sung  how  Aram  won 
The  gentle  ear  of  pensive  Madeline  ! 

I  low  love  and  murder  hand  in  hand  mav  run. 
Cemented  by  philosophy  serene, 
And  kisses  bless  the  spot  where  gore  has  been  ! 
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Who  biVAthed  the  nu'ltin^  sentiiii(;nt  ot'crinie. 
And  fnr  tho  assassin  wakod  a  sympathy  sublime  I 

Yes,  I  am  he,  who  on  the  novel  slied 

( )bscure  philosophy's  enchanting  lii^ht  ! 
Kntil  the  public,  'wildered  as  they  re<id, 

lielieved  they  saw  that  whirli  was  not  in  si;^'ht  — 

C  )f  course  'twas  not  for  me  to  set  them  right  ; 
For  in  my  nether  heart  convinced  I  am, 
Philosophy's  as  good  as  any  other  bam. 

Novels  three- vol umed  I  shall  write  no  more — 

Somehow  or  other  now  thev  will  not  sell  ; 
And  U)  invent  new  passions  is  a  bore — 

I  find  the  Magazines  pay  quite  as  will. 

Translating's  simple,  too,  as  I  can  tell, 
Who've  hawked  at  Schiller  on  his  lyric  throne, 
And  given  the  astonished  bard  a  meaning  all  my  own. 

I 
Moore,  (^ampbell,  \\  ordsworth,  their  best  days  are  grassed ; 

liattored  and  broken  are  their  early  lyres, 
liogers,  a  plea.sant  memory  of  the  past, 

Warmed  his  young  hands  at  Smithfield's  martyr  fires, 

And,  worth  a  plum,  nor  bays  nor  butt  desires. 
But  these  are  things  would  suit  me  to  the  letter,  m 

For  though  this  Stout  is  good,  old  Sherry's  greatly  better. 


A    .MlliXIGlIT    MKDITATIUN. 


l')U 


A  fico  for  your  small  i)oetic  ravers, 

Your  limits,  yuiir  Tennysons,  your  Milnes,  and  those 
Shall  they  cuiiipete  with  him  who  wrote  '  ^Maltmvers,' 

Prologue  to  *  Alice  or  the  Mysteries'  ? 

>.'o  !     Even  now  my  glance  prophetic  sees 
My  (jwu  high  brow  girt  with  the  bays  about. 
What  ho  1  within  there,  ho  !  another  pint  of  Stout  ! 


S/oiUJ 


More   Stout!^ 


iillontoomcrn. 


I'OKM. 


Like  one  who,  waking  from  a  troublous  droani, 

Pursues  with  force  his  meditative  thciiif  : 

(Jalm  AS  the  ocean  in  its  halcyon  still, 

Calm  as  the  sunlight  sleeping  on  the  hill  : 

(  aim  as  at  l-^phesus  great  Paul  was  seen 

To  rend  his  robes  in  agonies  serene  ; 

( 'aim  as  the  love  that  radiant  Luther  bore 

To  all  that  lived  behind  him,  and  before  : 

Calm  as  meek  Calvin,  when,  with  holy  smile, 

He  sang  the  mass  around  Servctus'  pile, — 

So  once  again  I  snatch  this  harj)  of  mine, 

To  breathe  rich  incense  from  a  mystic  shrine. 

Not  now  to  whisper  to  the  ambient  air 

Tlie  sounds  of  Satan's  Universal  Prayer  : 

Not  now  to  sing,  in  sweet  domestic  strife 

That  woman  reigns  the  Angel  of  our  life  ; 

IJut  to  proclaim  the  wish,  with  pious  art, 

Which  thrills  through  Britain's  universal  heart. — 

That  on  this  brow,  with  native  honours  graced, 

The  Laureat^f's  chaplet  should  at  length  be  placed  '. 


MONTGOMKHV.  I  fl  1 


Fear  not,  ye  maids,  who  love  to  hoar  me  speak 
Let  no  desponding  tears  bedim  your  cheek  ! 
Xo  gust  of  envy,  no  malicious  scorn, 
TIath  this  poor  heart  of  mine  with  frenzy  torn. 
There  are  who  move  so  far  above  the  great. 
Their  very  look  disarms  the  glance  of  hate  ; 
Their  thoughts,  more  rich  than  emerald  or  gold, 
Enwrap  them  like  the  prophet's  mantle's  fold. 
Fear  not  for  me,  nor  think  that  this  our  age, 
lUind  though  it  be,  hath  yet  no  Archimage. 
I,  who  have  bathed  in  bright  Castalia's  tide, 
By  classic  Isis  and  more  classic  Clyde  ; 
I,  who  have  handled,  in  my  lofty  strain. 
All  things  divine,  and  many  things  profane ; 
I,  who  have  trod  where  seraphs  fear  to  tread  ; 

I,  who  on  mount no,  "  honey-dew"  have  fed  ; 

I,  who  undaunted  broke  the  mystic  seal, 

^Vnd  left  no  page  for  prophets  to  reveal ; 

I,  who  in  shade  portentous  Dante  threw ; 

I,  who  have  done  what  ^lilton  dared  not  do, — 

I  fear  no  rival  for  the  vacant  throne  ; 

Xo  mortal  thunder  shall  eclipse  my  own  I 

Let  dark  Macaulay  chant  his  lioman  lays. 
Let  Monckton  ^Milncs  go  maunder  for  the  bays. 
Let  Simmons  call  on  great  Xapoleon's  shade, 
Let  Lytton  Bulwer  seek  his  Aram's  aid, 


ir>2  MOXTGOMEHY. 


Lot  "Wordsworth  ask  for  help  from  Peter  liuU, 
Let  Campbell  carol  Copenhagen's  kneU, 
Let  I>elta  warble  throiif^'h  his  l)elphic  groves, 
Let  Elliott  shout  for  pork  and  penny  loaves, — 
I  care  not,  I  I  resolved  to  stand  or  fall ; 
One  down,  another  on,  I'll  smash  them  all ! 

Jiack,  ye  profane  !  this  hand  alone  hath  power 
To  pluck  the  laurel  from  its  sacred  bower ; 
This  brow  alone  is  privileged  to  wear 
The  ancient  wreath  o'er  hyacintliinc  hair ; 
These  lips  alone  may  quaff  the  sparkling  wine, 
And  make  its  mortal  juice  once  more  divine. 
Back,  ye  profane  !     And  thou,  fair  Queen,  rejoice  : 
A  nation's  praise  shall  consecrate  thy  choice. 
Thus,  then,  I  kneel  where  Spenser  knelt  before, 
On  the  same  spot,  perchance,  of  Windsor's  floor; 
And  take,  while  awe-struck  millions  round  me  stand. 
The  hallowed  wreath  from  great  Victoria's  hand. 


The  ilcatlj  of  ^p;icc. 


[WHiy  liaa  Satan's  own  Laureate  novcr  fiivon  to  tlie  world  his  marvel  Ions 
threnody  on  "The  Death  of  Space"?  Wlio  knows  where  the  bays  mi^ht  have 
fallen,  had  he  forwarded  that  mystic  manuscript  to  the  Home  (Jfflee?  If  un- 
wonted modesty  withholds  it  from  the  imltlic  eye,  the  public  will  jiardon  the 
Ixildness  that  tears  from  blushing  obscuritj'  the  following  fragments  of  this 
uniipu'  poem.] 


Eterxity  shall  raise  her  funeral  pile 

In  the  vast  dungeon  of  the  extinguished  sk  v, 

And,  clothed  in  dim  barbaric  splendour,  sniik-, 
And  murmur  shouts  of  elegiac  joy. 

AVliile  those  that  dwell  beyond  the  realms  of  space, 
And  those  that  people  all  that  dreary  void, 

AVlien  old  Time's  endless  heir  hath  run  his  race. 
Shall  live  for  aye,  enjoying  and  enjoyed. 

And  'mid  the  agony  of  unsullied  bliss, 

Her  Demogorgon's  doom  shall  Sin  bewail, 

The  undying  serpent  at  the  spheres  .shall  his.>, 
And  lash  the  empyrean  with  his  tail. 


Ifi4  TIIK    DKATH    <»K    SPACE. 


And  Hell,  intlatcd  uith  supernal  urath, 

iShall  open  wide  lier  tluindcr-bolted  Jaws, 

And  shout  into  tlie  dull  cold  ear  of  Death, 
That  he  must  pay  his  debt  to  Nature's  laws. 

And  when  the  King  of  Terrors  breathes  his  last, 

Infinity  shall  creep  into  her  shell, 
Cause  and  effect  shall  from  their  thrones  he  cast, 

And  end  their  strife  with  suicidal  yell  : 

"While  from  their  ashes,  burnt  with  pomp  of  kin*<s 
Mid  incense  floating  to  the  evanished  skies, 

Nonentity,  on  circumambient  winj,'s, 
An  everlasting  Pho-nix  shall  arise. 


^£ittlt  Mm  aui)  the  ilcii  fmr. 


A     LAY     OF    SHERWOOD. 


FYTTE    THE    FIRST. 


The  (leer  may  leap  within  the  glade  ; 

The  fawns  may  follow  free — 
For  Robin  is  dead,  and  his  bones  are  laid 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 


UU>  TITTTT-    .T'.Tiv     Wn    TITF    UKD    FUIAK. 


Ami  broken  are  his  merry,  merry  men, 

That  goodly  companie  : 
Tliere's  some  have  ta'en  the  nortlicrn  road 

With  Jem  of  Xetherbee. 

Tlio  be^t  and  bravest  of  the  band 

\Vith  Derby  Xed  are  r,'one  ; 
I'ut  EarUe  Grey  and  Charlie  "Wood, 

They  stayed  with  Little  John. 

Now  Little  John  was  an  outlaw  proud, 

A  prouder  ye  never  saw  : 
Through  Nottingham  and  Leicester  shires 

He  thought  his  word  was  law, 
And  he  strutted  through  the  greenwood  wide. 

Like  a  pestilent  jack-daw. 

He  swore  that  none,  but  with  leave  of  him. 
Should  set  foot  on  the  turf  so  free  : 

And  he  thought  to  sprend  his  cutter's  nile 
All  over  the  south  countrie. 

"  There's  never  a  knave  in  the  land,"  he  said, 
"  But  shall  pay  his  toll  to  me  ! " 

And  Charlie  Wood  was  a  taxman  good 
As  ever  stepped  the  ground. 


LITTLK    JOHN    AND    TIIK    Ri:iJ    IlilAU.  KiT 


He  levied  mail,  like  a  sturdy  thief, 

From  all  the  yeomen  round. 
"  Xay,  stand  ! "  quoth  he,  ''thou  slialt  pay  to  me 

Seven  pence  from  every  pound  ! " 


Xow  word  has  come  to  Little  John, 

As  he  lay  upon  the  grass, 
That  a  Friar  red  was  in  merry  Sherwood 

Without  his  leave  to  pass. 


"  Come  hither,  come  hither,  my  little  foot-page  ! 

Ben  Hawes,  come  tell  to  me, 
AVhat  manner  of  man  is  this  burly  frere 

A^^lo  walks  the  woods  so  free?" 


"  My  master  good  !  "  the  little  page  said, 

"  His  name  I  wot  not  well. 
But  he  wears  on  his  head  a  hat  so  red, 

^Yith  a  monstrous  scallop-shell. 

"  He  says  he  is  Prior  of  Copmanshurst, 

And  Bishop  of  London  town, 
And  he  comes  with  a  rope  from  our  father  the  Pope, 

To  put  the  outlaws  down. 
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'•  I  saw  liim  ride  l)iit  vostcr-tide 
"Willi  his  jolly  cha}»lains  three  ; 

And  he  swears  that  he  has  an  open  pass 
From  Jem  of  Xetherbee  I " 


Little  John  has  ta'en  an  arrow  so  broad, 
And  broke  it  o'er  his  knee  ; 

"  Now  may  I  never  strike  doe  a^'ain, 
But  this  wrong  avenged  shall  be  ! 

"And  has  he  dared,  this  greasy  frere, 

To  trespass  in  my  bound, 
Nor  asked  for  leave  from  Little  John 

To  range  with  hawk  and  hound  ? 

"  And  has  he  dared  to  take  a  pass 

From  Jem  of  Netberbeo, 
Forgetting  that  the  Shenv'ood  sliaws 

Pertain  of  right  to  me  ? 


"  0  were  he  but  a  simple  man, 
And  not  a  slip-shod  frere  ! 

rd  hang  him  up  by  his  own  waist-rope 
Above  yon  tangled  brere. 
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"  0  (lid  lie  come  alone  from  Jem, 

Ami  Dot  from  our  father  the  Pope, 

I'd  bring  him  in  to  Copmanshurst, 
With  the  noose  of  a  hempen  rope  ! 


"  But  since  he  has  come  from  our  father  the  Pope, 

.Vnd  saih-'d  across  the  sea, 
And  since  he  has  power  to  hind  and  loose, 

His  life  is  safe  for  me  ; 
But  a  heavy  penance  he  shall  do 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree  !  " 


"  0  tarry  yet ! "  quoth  Charlie  Wood, 

"  0  tarry,  master  mine  ! 
It's  ill  to  shear  a  yearling  hog. 

Or  twist  the  wool  of  swine  ! 


"  It's  ill  to  make  a  bonny  silk  purse, 
From  the  ear  of  a  bristly  boar ; 

It's  ill  to  provoke  a  shaveling's  curse, 
"When  the  way  lies  him  before. 


"  I've  walked  the  forest  for  twenty  years, 
In  wet  weather  and  dry. 
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And  never  stopped  a  good  ffllowe, 
Who  had  no  coin  to  buy. 

•'  ^^^lat  boots  it  to  search  a  beggarnian's  bags, 

When  no  silver  groat  he  lias  1 
So,  master  mine,  I  rede  you  well, 

E'en  let  the  Friar  pass  ! " 

"[Xow  cease  thy  prate,"  quoth  Little  John, 

"  Thou  japest  but  in  vain  ; 
An  he  have  not  a  groat  within  his  pouch. 

We  may  find  a  silver  chain. 

"  liut  were  he  as  bare  as  a  new-flaved  buck, 

Ab  tnily  he  may  be, 
He  shall  not  tread  the  Sherwood  shaws 

Witliout  the  leave  of  me  ! " 

Little  John  has  taken  his  arrows  and  bow. 

His  sword  and  buckler  strong, 
And  lifted  up  his  quarter-staff, 

AVas  full  three  cloth  yards  long. 

^Vnd  he  has  left  his  merrj'  men 
At  the  tr}-8ting-tree  behind. 
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-Viul  gone  into  the  gay  greenwood, 
This  hurly  frere  to  find. 

O'er  holt  and  hill,  tlirough  brake  and  brere, 

He  took  his  way  alone — 
Xow,  Lordlings,  list  and  you  shall  hear 

This  geste  of  Little  John. 


FYTTE    THE    SECOND. 

'Tis  mciTv,  'tis  merry  in  gay  greenwood, 
AVhcn  the  little  birds  are  singing, 

When  the  buck  is  belling  in  the  fern, 

And  the  hare  from  the  thicket  springing ! 

'Tis  merry  to  hear  the  waters  clear. 
As  they  splash  in  the  pebbly  fall ; 

And  the  ouzel  whistling  to  his  mate, 
As  he  lights  on  the  stones  so  small 

But  small  pleasaunce  took  Little  John 

In  all  he  heard  and  saw ; 
Till  he  reached  the  cave  of  a  hermit  old 

Who  wonned  within  the  shaw. 
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'*  Orn  fW'i  KnUiM  J-'  quoth  Littlo  John — 

His  I«iliii  was  soiiu'what  rude — 
'*  Xow,  holy  fatlier,  hast  thou  seen 

A  fnT<-  within  tlie  wood? 

"  l]y  liis  scarlet  hose,  and  his  ruddy  nose, 

I  guess  you  may  know  him  well; 
And  he  wears  on  his  head  a  hat  so  red, 

And  a  monstrous  scallop-shell/' 

"  I  have  ser\-ed  Saint  Pancras,"  the  hermit  said, 

"In  this  cell  for  thirty  year. 
Yet  never  saw  I,  in  the  forest  bounds, 

The  face  of  such  a  frere  ! 

"  And  if  ye  find  him,  master  mine. 

E'en  take  an  old  man's  advice, 
An»l  raddle  him  well,  till  he  roar  .again, 

Lest  ye  fail  to  meet  him  twice  !" 

"Trust  me  for  that !"  quoth  Little  John — 

"  Trust  me  for  that !  "  quoth  he,  with  a  laugh  ; 

"  There  never  was  man  of  woman  born. 

That  asked  twice  for  the  taste  of  my  quarter- 
staflf!" 


LITXr.K    Jims    AM)    TIIK    IlKIt    \Hl.\H.  173 


r>> 


Then  Little  John  he  strutted  on. 
Till  he  came  to  an  open  bound, 

Antl  lie  wjis  aware  of  a  lied  Friar, 
Was  sitting  upon  tlie  gi-oun<l. 

His  shoulders  they  were  broad  and  stron^r 

And  large  was  he  of  limb ; 
Few  yeomen  in  the  north  countrie 

"Would  care  to  mell  with  him. 

He  heard  the  rustling  of  the  boughs. 

As  Little  John  drew  near  ; 
But  never  a  single  word  he  spoke, 

Of  welcome  or  of  cheer ; 
Less  stir  he  made  than  a  pedlar  would 

For  a  small  -aiat  in  his  ear  I 


o 


I  like  not  his  looks  !  thought  Little  John, 
Sov  his  staff  of  the  oaken  tree. 

Now  may  our  Lady  be  my  help, 
Else  beaten  I  well  may  be  ! 

'*  What  dost  thou  here,  thou  strong  Friar, 
In  Sherwood's  merry  round, 

Without  the  leave  of  Little  John, 
To  lange  with  hawk  and  hound  ? " 
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**  Small  thought  have  I,"  quoth  the  Ked  Friar, 

"Of  any  leave,  I  trow  ; 
That  Little  Jolin  is  an  outlawrd  thief, 

And  so,  I  ween,  art  thou  I 


"  Know,  1  am  Prior  of  Copmanshurst, 

iVnd  r>ishop  of  London  toAvn, 
And  I  hring  a  rope  from  our  father  the  Poi)e, 

To  put  the  outlaws  dowm" 


Then  out  spoke  Little  John  in  wrath, 

"  I  tell  thee,  burly  frere, 
The  Pope  may  do  as  he  likes  at  home, 

But  he  sends  no  liishoits  here  ! 


*'  L'^p,  and  away,  lied  Friar  I  "  he  said, 
"T'p,  and  away,  right  speedilie  ; 

An  it  were  not  for  that  cowl  of  thine. 
Avenged  on  thy  body  I  would  be  !  " 


"  Nay,  heed  not  that,"  said  tlie  lied  Friar, 
"  And  let  my  cowl  no  hindrance  be  ; 

I  warrant  that  I  can  give  as  goo^l 

Ab  ever  I  think  to  take  from  thee  ! " 
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Little  Jolin  he  raised  his  f|iiarter-stair, 

Aud  so  did  the  burly  priest, 
And  thcv  fou^dit  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 

A  stricken  hour  at  least. 


But  Little  John  was  weak  of  fence, 

And  his  strength  began  to  fail ; 
Whilst  the  Friar's  blows  came  thundering  down, 

Like  the  strokes  of  a  threshing  flail. 


"Now  hold  thy  hand,  thou  stalwart  Friar, 
Now  rest  beneath  the  thorn, 

Until  I  gather  breath  enow. 

For  a  blast  at  my  bugle-horn  1 " 


"  I'll  hold  my  hand,"  the  Friar  said, 
"  Since  that  is  your  propine, 

But^  an  you  sound  your  bugle-horn, 
I'll  even  blow  on  mine  ! " 


Little  John  he  wound  a  blast  so  shrill 
That  it  rung  o'er  rock  and  linn, 

And  Charlie  AVood  and  his  merry  men  all 
Cam?  lightly  bounding  in. 
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The  Friar  he  wound  a  ])last  so  strong 
That  it  shook  botli  hush  and  tree, 

And  t<)  his  side  came  Witless  Will, 
And  J«'m  of  >»etherbec  ; 

With  all  tho  worst  of  IJohin's  band, 
And  many  a  Kapparee  ! 

Little  John  he  wist  not  what  to  do, 

When  he  saw  the  others  come  ; 
80  he  t\vi8ted  his  quarter-staff  between 

His  fingers  and  his  thuml). 

"There's  some  mistake,  good  Friar  ! "  he  said, 
"  There's  some  mistake  'twixt  thee  and  me  ; 

I  know  thou  art  I'rior  of  Copmanshurst, 
IJut  not  beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 

*'  And  if  you  will  Uike  some  otlier  name, 
You  shall  have  amj)le  leave  to  bide  ; 

With  pasture  also  for  your  liulLs, 

And  power  to  range  the  forest  wide." 

"  Tlierc's  no  mi.stake  I"  the  Friar  said, 
•'  ril  f:all  myself  just  what  I  please. 

My  d^xitrine  in  that  chalk  in  chalk, 

And  cheese  is  nothing  else  than  cheese." 
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"'So  ])f  il,  tlicu  !"  (juotli  Uttlc  .loliii  ; 

"  r.iit  surely  vou  will  ii<»t  oliiect, 
U"  1  ami  all  my  lucrry  iiicii 

SliouM  tn-at  you  with  reservetl  respect  ? 


tM^^*'  ;.!vs 


M 


"  We  can't  call  you  Prior  of  Copuiansburst, 

Nor  lUshop  of  London  town, 
Nor  on  the  t^rass,  as  you  chance  to  pass, 

Can  we  very  well  kneel  down. 

"  liut  you'll  send  the  Pope  my  compliments, 

And  say,  as  a  further  hint. 
That,  within  the  Sherwood  hounds,  you  saw 
Little  John,  who  is  the  son-in-law 

<  )f  his  friend,  old  Mat-o'-the-Mint !" 

So  ends  this  geste  of  Little  John — 

God  save  our  noble  Queen  ! 
Jiut,  Lordlings,  say — Ls  Sherwood  now 

Wliat  Sherwood  once  hath  been  1 


fbe  rihinnc  of  Jir  Yauiurlot  Viocilr. 


A    LEGEND    OF    GLASGOW. 


By  Mrs 


There's  a  pleasant  place  of  rest,  near  a  City  of  the  AVest, 
Where  its  bravest  and  its  best  find  their  grave. 
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IWlow  the  willows  weep,  ami  their  h(\ir}*  hraiuhes  steep 
In  the  waters  still  and  deep, 

Xot  a  wave  I 

And  llir  uld  Cathedral  Wall,  so  scathcil   and  grey  and 
tall, 
Like  a  priest  surveying  all,  stands  beyond  ; 
And  the   ringing  of  its   bell,  when  the   ringers   ring  it 
weD, 
Makes  a  kind  of  tidal  swell 

^)n  the  pond  ! 

And  there  it  was  I  lay,  on  a  beauteous  summer's  day, 

With  the  odour  of  the  hay  floating  by ; 
And  I  heard  the  blackbirds  sing,  and  the  bells  <lemurely 
ring, 
('hime  by  chime,  ting  by  ting, 

l)roi»]»ingly. 

Tli«-n  my  thoughts  went  wandering  baek,  on  a  very  beaten 
track. 
To  the  confine  deep  and  black  of  the  tomb  ; 
And  I  wondered  who  he  was,  that  is  laid  beneath  the 
grass, 
Wliere  the  dandelion  has 

Such  a  bloom. 


Then  I  straightway  did  espy,  with  my  slantly-sl<»]Mng  eye, 
A  carvi'd  stone  hard  by,  somewhat  worn  ; 

And  I  road  in  h'tters  cold — ?i)crc.lnc$.2.aunccIot.  nc.bolDf. 
(DfF.  nc.  rare.  off.  13ogi(c.olt), 

Glasgoto.  borne. 

?i)f.  foals. anc.  balnaunt.  hnr)c[)tc.  mai^t.  terrible,  in.  fpef)le. 

IL-re  the  letters  failed  outright,  but  I  knew 
Tliat  a  stout  crusading  lord,  who  had  crossed  the  Jordan's 
ford, 
L;iv  there  beneath  the  sward, 

Wet  with  dt'W. 

Time  and  tide  they  passed  away,  on  that  pleasant  summer's 
•^lay, 
And  around  me,  as  I  lay,  all  grew  «jld  : 
Sank   the   chimneys  from   the  town,  ami   the  clouds  of 
vapour  brown 
Xo  longer,  like  a  crown, 

(J'er  it  r(»lled. 

Sank  the  great  Saint  lioUox  stalk,  like  a  pile  of  ding)'  chalk  ; 

Disappeared  the  cypress  walk,  and  the  flowers  ; 
And  a  donjon  keep  arose,  that  might  battte  any  foes. 

With  its  men-at-arms  in  rows. 

On  the  towers. 
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Ami  tlie  Ha^'  that  llaunto«l  tlicrc  showed   tlic  ^^riin  and 
grizzly  bear, 
Wliich  the  Uo^iles  always  wear  for  their  crest. 
Aud  I  lioanl  the  wanler  call,  as  he  stood  ujjon  tlie  wall. 
"  AV.ike  ye  up  !  my  comrades  all, 

From  your  rest ' 


"For,  by  the  blessed  rood,  there's  a  glimpse  of  armour 
;^'ood 
In  the  deep  Cowcaddens  wood,  o'er  the  stream ; 
And  I  hear  the  stifled  hum  of  a  multitude  that  come, 
Though  they  have  not  beat  the  drum, 

It  would  seem  ! 


•*  Go  t^ll  it  to  my  Lord,  lest  he  Avish  to  man  the  ford 
With  partisan  and  sword,  just  beneath  ; 

Ho,  fiilkison  and  Xares  !     Ho,  Pro  van  of  Cowlairs  ! 
We'll  back  the  lx)nnv  bears 

To  the  death!" 


T<»  the  t<^wer  alK>ve  the  moat,  like  one  who  heedetli  not, 
Came  the  bold  Sir  Launcelot,  half  undressed  ; 

r)n  the  outer  rim  he  8too<l,  and  ]>eered  into  the  wood. 
With  hi?  arms  ar-ross  him  glued 

On  his  breast. 


And  lie  muttered,  "Foe  accurst  I  liast  tliuu  dared  to  seek 
me  first  1 
George  of  Gorbals,  do  thy  worst — for  1  swear. 
O'er  thy  gory  corpse  to  ride,  ere  thy  sister  and  my  bride, 
From  my  undissevered  side 

Thou  shalt  tear  I 

"  Ho,  h«;rald  mine,  Lrownlee  !  ride  fortli,  I  pray,  and  see, 
AMio,  what,  and  whence  is  he,  foe  or  friend  ! 

Sir  Ivoderick  Dalgleish,  and  my  foster-brother  Xeish, 
AVitli  Iiis  bloodhounds  in  the  leash, 

Shall  attend." 

F<jrth  went  the   herald  stout,   o'er  the   drawbridge   and 
without. 
Then  a  wild  and  savage  shout  rose  amain. 
Six  arrows  sped  their  force,' and,  a  pale  and  bleeding  corse, 
He  sank  from  off  his  horse 

On  the  i)lain  ! 

Back  drew  the  bold  I  )algleish,  back  started  stalwart  Xeish, 

AVith  his  bloodhounds  in  the  leash,  from  lirownlee. 
"Xow  shame  be  to  the  sword  that  made  thee  knight  and 
lord, 
Thou  caitiff  thrice  abhorred. 

Shame  on  thee ! 


'*  H'>.  Ixtwmen,  Ixmd  your  bows!      niscliar^^c  upon  ^tlic 

Forthwith  no  en*!  of  thoso  heavy  ])olts. 
Thri'e  ani^els  to  the  ]>rave  who  fiiuls  the  foe  a  ^'^rave, 
An<l  a  gallows  for  the  slave 

AVho  revolts:'" 


Ten  tiavs  the  combat    lastc<l  :    ])ut    the    bold    «lffL'n(li'rs 
fasti'd, 
While  the  foemen,  better  pastieil,  fed  tlx'ir  liost ; 
V<»u  nii^'ht  hear  the  savage  cheers  of  the  hun^ri  y  CJorbaliers, 
As  at  niu'ht  they  dressed  the  steers 

For  the  roast. 


And  8ir  Launcelot  ^tcw  thin,  and  Provan's  double  cliin 
Showed  sundr}'  folds  of  skin  <lown  beneath  ; 

In  silence  and  in  grief  found  Oilkison  relief, 
Nor  did  Neish  the  spell -word,  beef, 

Dare  to  }»r<athe. 


To  the  rani]iart9  Ivlith  came,  that  fair  and  youthful  dame, 
With  the  rosy  evenin;,'  flame  on  h«r  face. 

She  sighed,  and  lo^jked  around  on  the  soldiers  on  the  ground, 
Who  but  little  penance  found, 

Saying  grace  ! 
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Ami  slic  said  uiitt)  her  lonl,  iis  ho  leaned  upon  liis  swunl. 

'*  (^ne  short  and  little  word  may  I  speak  I 
I  cannot  bear  to  view  those  eyes  so  <(hastly  blue, 

1  )r  mark  the  sallow  hue 

( )f  thy  cheek  : 


'*  I  know  the  rage  and  wrath  that  my  furious  brother  hatli 

Is  k'ss  against  us  both  than  at  me. 
Then,  dearest,  let  me  go,  to  find  anujiig  tlie  foe 

An  arrow  from  the  b(»w, 

Like  Iirownlee  !'" 


**  I  would  soil  my  father's  name,  1  wouM  lose  my  treasure<l 
fame, 
Ladyo  mine,  should  such  a  sliame  on  me  light : 
\Vlnlo  T  wear  a  belted  Ijrand,  together  still  we  stan<l. 
Heart  to  heart,  hand  in  hand  I" 

S;iid  the  knight. 

"All  our  chances  are  not  lost,  as  your  brother  ami  his 
host 
Shall  discover  to  their  cost  rather  hard  ! 
Ho,  Pro  van  I  take  this  key — hoist  up  the  Malvoisie, 
And  heap  it,  d'ye  see, 

In  the  yard. 
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**  Of  usquehaugh  ami  rum,  you  \y\\\  lintl,  I  reckon,  some, 
Ik'siiles  the  l)eer  ami  mum.  extra  stout ; 

n*  straightway  to  your  ta.sks,  and  roll  me  all  the  casks, 
As  also  range  the  tlsisks, 

Just  ■\vitliout. 

'•  If  1  know  the  Gorbaliers,  thoy  are  sure  to  dij)  tlieir  ears 

In  the  very  inmost  tiers  of  the  drink. 
Let  them  win  the  outer  court,  and  hold  it  for  their  sport, 

Since  their  time  is  rather  short, 

I  should  think!" 

Witli  a  loud  triumphant  yell,  as  the  hea\y  drawbridge  fell, 

liushed  the  Gorbaliers  pell-mell,  wild  as  Druids  ; 
Ma<l  with  thirst  for  human  gore,  liow  they  threatened  and 
they  swore, 
Till  they  stumbled  on  the  ll<»or, 

O'er  the  fluids  ! 

bown  men   \st;ai»un8  then  they  threw,  :md  each  savage 
s^»ldier  drew 
Frrjm  his  belt  an  iron  screw,  in  his  fist ; 
George   of  Gorbals  found   it  vain   their   excitement   to 
restrain, 
And  indeed  wa.s  ratlier  fain 

To  assist. 


TIIK    HIIVMK    UF    «IU    LALNCKLUT    IJoCiLh:.  Ih7 


With  a  beaker  in  liis  hand,  in  thi*  midst  lie  took  his  stand, 

And  silence  did  command,  all  below — 
"  Ho  I  Launcelot  the  bold,  ere  thy  lips  are  icy  cold. 

In  the  centre  of  thv  hold, 

Pledge  me  now  ! 


'^  Art  surly,  brother  mine  ?     In  this  cup  of  rosy  wine, 

I  drink  to  the  decline  of  thy  race  I 
Thy  i)roud  career  is  done,  thy  sand  is  n(\arly  run, 

Never  more  shall  setting  sun 

Gild  thy  face  ! 

''The  pilgrim,  in  amaze,  shall  see  a  goodly  blaze, 

Ere  the  pallid  morning  rays  tiicker  up  ; 
And   perchance    he   may  espy  certain  corpses  swinging 
high  : 
What,  brother  !  art  thou  dry  i 

Fill  my  cup  I" 

r)umb  as  death  stood  Launcelot,  as  though  h«'  heard  him 
not. 
Hut  liis  bosom  Provan  smote,  and  he  swore  : 
And  Sir  Koderick  Dalgleish  remarked  aside  to  Xeish, 
"  Xever  sure  did  thirsty  fish 

Swallow  more ! 
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"Tliirlv   casks  are  nearlv   tloiie,   vet    the    revel's   scarce 
be,t,nm  ; 
II  wert'  kni^'htly  sport  and  fun  to  strike  in  1" 
"Nay,   tarry  till   they  come,"   quoth  Xeish,    "unto   tlu* 
rum — 
TliL-y  are  working  at  the  mum, 

And  the  gin  I" 

Tlien  straight  there  did  appear  to  each  gallant  Gorhalier 

Twenty  castles  dancing  near,  all  around  ; 
Tlie  solid  earth  did  shake,  and  the  stones  beneath  them 
quake. 
And  sinuous  as  a  snake 

Moved  the  ground. 

Why  and  wheref<jre  they  had  come,  seemed  intricate  to 
some. 
Hut  all  agreed  the  rum  was  divine. 
And  they  looked  with  bitter  scorn  on  tlieir  leader  highly 
born, 
Who  preferred  to  till  his  horn 

Up  with  wint'  ! 

Then  said  Launcelot  the  tall,  "  I'.ring  the  cliargers  from 
their  stall ; 
Lead  them  straight  unto  the  hall,  down  below  : 
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Draw  your  weapons  from  your  side,  Hiuj;  tlie  gates  asunder 
wide, 
And  together  we  shall  ride 

( )n  the  foe  !  " 


Then  l^rovan  knew  full  well,  as  he  leaped  into  his  selle, 
That  few  would  'scape  to  tell  how  they  fared  ; 

And  Gilkison  and  Xares,  both  mounted  on  their  mares. 
Looked  terrible  as  bears, 

-.Vll  prepared. 

With  his  bloodhounds  in  the  leash,  stood  the  iron-sinewed 
Xeish, 
And  the  falchion  of  Dalgleish  glittered  bright — 
"  Now,  wake  the  trumpet's  blast ;  and,  comrades,  follow 
fast  ; 
Smite  them  down  unto  the  last  I " 

Cried  the  knight. 

In  the  cumbered  yard  without,  there  was  sliriek,  and  yell, 
and  shout, 
As  the  warriors  wheeled  about,  all  in  mail. 
On  the  miserable  kerne,  fell  the  death -strokes  stiff  and  stern, 
As  the  deer  treads  down  the  fern. 

In  the  vale  ! 
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Saint  >runj,'o  be  my  guide  !     It  was  goodly  in  that  tide 

To  see  the  Bogle  ride  in  his  liaste  ; 
He  accompanied  each   Mow   with   a  cry   of  "Hal"   or 
"Ho!" 
And  always  cleft  the  foe 

To  the  waist. 

I  ''George  of  Gorhals — craven  lord  I  thou  didst  threat  me 

with  the  cord  ; 
Come  forth  and  brave  my  sword,  if  you  dare  !  " 
But  he  met  with  no  re  pi}',  and  never  could  descry 
The  glitter  of  his  eye 

Anywher*'. 

Kre  the  dawn  of  morning  slionc,  all  the  Ciorbaliers  were 
down, 
Like  a  field  of  barley  mown  in  the  ear : 
It  had  done  a  soldier  good,  t<j  sec  how  Pro  van  stood, 
With  Neish  all  bathed  in  blood, 

Panting  near. 

"  Now  ply  ye  to  your  tasks — go  carry  do\s7i  those  casks, 

^Vnd  place  the  empty  flasks  on  the  floor. 
George  of  GorbaLs  scarce  will  come,  with  trumpet  and 
with  drum, 
To  UmUi  our  beer  and  rum 

Any  more  ! " 
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So  they  plicnl  tliem  t<»  their  t;isks,  and  they  carried  duwii 
tlio  casks, 
And  replaced  tlie  empty  tlasks  on  the  Uoor ; 
I'lit  j)alHd  for  a  week  was  the  cellar-master's  cheek, 
For  he  swore  he  heard  a  shriek 

Through  the  door. 

Wlit'ii  the  merry  Christmas  came,  and  the  Yule-log  lent 
its  tlame 
To  the  face  of  S([uire  and  dame  in  the  hall, 
Th(^  cellarer  went  down  to  tap  October  brown. 
Which  was  rather  of  renown 

'Mongst  them  all. 

He  placed  the  spigot  low,  and  gave  the  cask  a  blow, 

IJut  his  litpior  would  not  flow  tlirough  the  pin. 
"Sure,  'tis  sweet  as  honeysuckles  !"'  so  he  rapped  it  with 
his  knuckles, 
But  a  sound,  as  if  of  buckles, 

Clashed  within. 

"  IJring  a  hatchet,  varlets,  here  !"'  and  they  cleft  the  cask 
of  beer  : 
"What  a  spectacle  of  fear  met  their  sight ! 
There  George  of  Gorbals  lay,  skull  and  bones  all  blanched 
and  grey, 
In  the  arms  he  bore  the  day 

Of  the  light ! 


1!»2 
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1  liaw  sunt,'  this  ancient  talc,  not,  I  trust,  witliuut  avail, 
Tliou^'h  tlie  moral  ye  may  fail  to  perceive  ; 

Sir  Laiincelot  is  dust,  and  his  ;,'allant  sword  is  rust, 
And  now,  I  think,  I  must 

Take  mv  leave  ! 


^k  iCaii  of  the  i'obcr's  VricnD, 


[Air —   Tlir    laj 


V?i    "A  ^    '.v  '•  I 


It   H-dypsyin*.  J 


1  Would  all  womaukiiKl  were  dead, 
Or  banished  o'er  the  sea  ; 

F<jr  they  have  been  a  bitter  pla^Mie 
These  last  six  weeks  to  nie  : 

It  is  not  that  I'm  touched  myself, 
For  tliat  I  do  not  fear ; 


Xo  fenialo  fact-  liath  shown  nie  ^'race 
For  niaiiv  a  bvL'onc*  year. 

lUit  'tis  tlie  most  inforiial  l)()r(', 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who's  lost  liis  licart 
A  short  time  ago. 

Whene'er  we  steam  it  to  lUackwali, 

Or  tlown  to  Greenwich  run, 
To  quaff  the  jtlcasant  eider-cup, 

And  feed  on  fish  and  fun  ; 
<  )r  climb  the  slopes  of  TJichmond  Hill. 

To  catch  a  breatli  of  air  : 
Then,  for  my  sins,  he  8trai;4ht  begins 
To  rave  aV)out  his  fair. 

Oh,  'tis  the  most  tremendous  bon-. 

<  )f  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who's  lost  his  heart 
A  short  time  ago. 

In  vain  you  jiour  into  his  (5ar 

Your  own  confiding  grief ; 
In  vain  you  claim  his  Hymj)atliy, 

In  vain  you  a**k  relief; 
In  vain  you  try  Uj  rouse  him  by 

Joke,  repartee,  or  quiz  ; 
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His  solo  reply's  a  l»iirnin^'  sigh, 
AikI  ''  \Vliat  a  iiiind  it  is  !" 

'  >  L<iiil  I  it  is  the  greatest  boi-e, 

Of  all  the  bores  I  know, 
Tw  have  a  friend  who's  lost  his  heart 
A  short  time  ago. 

Ive  heard  her  thoroughly  described 

A  Imiidred  times,  I'm  sure  ; 
And  all  the  while  I've  tried  to  smile, 

And  patiently  endur«'  ; 
He  waxes  strong  upon  his  pangs, 

And  potters  o'er  his  grog  ; 
And  still  I  say,  in  a  playful  way — 
'*  Why,  you're  a  lucky  dog  !  " 

r>ut  oh  I  it  is  the  heaviest  bore, 

<  )f  all  the  bores  I  know, 
To  have  a  friend  Avho's  lost  his  heart 
\  short  time  ago. 

I  really  wish  he'd  do  like  me, 

When  I  was  young  and  strong  ; 

I  formed  a  passion  every  week, 
r>ut  never  kept  it  long. 

But  he  has  not  the  sportive  mood 
That  always  rescued  me, 
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And  SO  1  wtuild  all  women  could 
Be  banished  o'er  the  sea. 

For  'tis  the  most  egregious  ])ore, 

(^f  all  the  bores  1  know, 
To  have  a  friend  who's  lost  his  heart 
A  short  time  ago. 


^raiucsra    pa    Viimiiii 


TO      BON     GAULTIER 


(Aruimknt.— An  impussioned  juipil  of  Leigh  Hunt,  liuving  met  Bon  Gaultier 
ut  a  Fancy  Ball,  dt'dan-s  the  ilestniotive  consefjueiiees  thus  ) 

DiDST  thou  not  praise  me,  (iaultier,  at  tlie  ball. 
Ripe  lips,  trim  boddice,  and  a  waist  so  small, 
With  clipsome  lightness,  dwindling  ever  less, 
lieueath  the  robe  of  pea-y  greeniness  ? 
Dost  thou  remember,  when,  with  stately  prance, 
<  hir  heads  went  crosswise  in  the  country  dance  : 
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How  soft,  warm  lin^^'crs,  tii>ii«'«l  like  buds  of  balm, 
Tn^inbltMl  within  th*'  scjucc/in^'  of  thy  i)alin  ; 
^Vnd  liow  a  olioek  grew  lliishfd  and  ])cachy-wii3C  • 

i  At  the  frank  lifting  of  thy  crinlial  eyrs? 

]  Ah,  me  1  that  night  there  was  one  gentle  thing, 

Wh<»,  like  a  dove,  with  its  scarce  feathered  wing, 
Fluttered  at  the  approach  of  thy  <|uaint  swaggering 


There's  wont  tn  be,  at  conscious  times  like  these, 

An  affectation  of  a  bright-eyed  ease, — 

A  crispy  cheekiness,  if  so  I  dare 

I  describe  the  swaling  of  a  jaunty  air  ; 

And  thus,  wljen  swirling  from  the  waltz's  wheel, 

Vou  craved  my  hand  to  grace  the  next  (piadrille, 

That  smiling  voice,  although  it  made  me  start, 

ik)iled  in  the  meek  o'erlifting  of  my  heart ; 

And,  picking  at  my  llowcrs,  I  said,  with  free 

An<l  usual  tone,  "O  yes,  sir,  certainly  !" 


Like  one  that  swoons,  'twixt  sweet  amaze  and  fear, 

I  heard  the  music  burning  in  my  ear, 

And  felt  I  cared  not,  so  thou  wert  with  me, 

If  CJurth  or  Wamba  were  our  vis-ii-vis. 

S<»,  when  a  tall  Knight  Templar  ringing  came, 

^Vnd  took  his  place  amongst  us  with  his  dame. 

T  neither  tunifxl  away,  nor  bashful  shrunk 

From  the  stem  survev  of  the  soldier-monk. 
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Tliougli  rather  nioro  tliaii  tlircc  full  ijuartcrs  drunk  : 
15ut,  tlireadiiiu;  through  the  iigure,  iii-st  in  ruh-, 
1  paused  to  sec  thee  phin<re  intr»  La  l*t»uk*. 

Ah,  what  a  siglit  was  that  I     Xot  prurient  ^hlrs, 

Pointing  his  toe  tlirough  ten  celestial  bars — 

Not  young  Apollo,  bi-aniily  arrayed 

In  tripsome  guise  for  Juno's  nias()uerade — 

Not  smartest  Hermes,  with  his  pinion  girth, 

deriving  with  freaks  and  snatches  down  to  eartli, 

Looked  half  so  bold,  so  beautiful,  and  strong, 

As  thou,  when  pranking  through  tlie  glittering  throng  I 

liow  the  calmed  ladies  looked  willi  eyes  of  love 

On  thy  trim  velvet  doublet  laced  above  ; 

The  liem  of  gold,  that,  like  a  wavy  river. 

Flowed  do\\Ti  into  thy  back  with  glancing  shiver ! 

So  bare  was  thy  fine  throat,  and  curls  of  black, 

So  lightsomely  dropped  in  thy  lordly  back. 

So  crisply  swaled  the  feather  in  thy  bonnet, 

So  glanced  thy  thigh,  antl  si)anning  palm  upon  it, 

That  my  weak  soul  took  instant  tlight  to  thee, 

Lost  in  the  fondest  gush  of  that  sweet  witchery  ! 

r>ut  when  the  dance  was  o'er,  and  arm  in  arm 
(The  full  heart  beating  'gainst  the  elbow  warm) 
We  passed  into  the  great  refreshment-hall, 
Where  the  heaped  cheese-cakes  and  the  comKts  small 
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J^iy,  like  a  liive  of  sunljcams,  ])r(»u^'ht  to  bum 

Around  tho  imirgin  of  the  iio^'us  urn  ; 

Wlu'U  my  j)()or  ijuivorin;^'  hand  you  tiiiffercd  twice, 

Antl,  with  intjuirinLC  accents,  whisjuTed  *'  Ice, 

Wati^r,  or  cream  /  "   I  could  no  more  dissemble, 

lUit  dropped  upon  the  c<»uch  all  in  a  tremble. 

A  swimming  faintness  misteil  o'er  my  bniin, 

The  corks  seemed  starting'  fnnn  tlie  brisk  champagne. 

The  custan.ls  fell  untouched  uj>on  the  floor, 

Thine  eyes  met  mine.    That  lught  we  danced  no  more ! 


■v^-^. 
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IIow  l)eauteous  is  the  star  of  iiii^^ht 

Witliin  the  eastern  skies, 
Like  the  twinkling  glance  of  the  Toorkuian's  lance, 

Or  the  antelope's  azure  eyes  ! 
A  lamp  of  love  in  the  heaven  above, 

That  star  is  fondly  streaming  ; 
And  the  gay  kiosk  and  tlie  shadowy  mosque 

In  the  ( iolden  Horn  are  <deamintr. 


'J"'J  rm     <    M'l'^     I'MCIITKU. 


Youn^  Leila  sits  in  hor  jasmiiio  bower, 

And  she  heiirs  the  bulbul  sing, 
As  it  thrills  its  throat  to  tlio  first  full  note, 

That  anthems  the  flowery  spring. 
She  gazes  still,  as  a  niai<len  will, 

( >n  that  beauteous  easU-rn  star  : 
You  might  see  the  throb  nf  her  bosom's  sob 

IJeneath  the  white  cvniar  ! 

She  thinks  of  him  who  is  far  away, — 

Tferown  brave  Galiongee, — 
Wlu're  the  billows  foam  and  the  breezes  roam, 

On  the  wild  Carpathian  sea. 
She  thinks  of  the  oath  that  bound  tln-ni  both 

Inside  the  stc)rmy  water  ; 
And  the  words  of  love,  that  in  Athens'  grove 

He  spake  to  the  Ca<li's  daughter. 

"  My  Selim  I"  thus  the  maiden  said, 

"  'I'hough  severed  thus  we  be, 
r.y  the  raging  deep  and  the  mountains  sU-ep, 

My  soul  still  yearns  to  thee. 
Thy  form  so  dear  is  mirrored  here 

In  my  heart's  pellucid  well, 
As  the  row  hx»k8  up  to  Phingari's  orb, 

f^  th<'  moth  t^i  the  gay  gazelle. 
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"1  think  of  the  time  when  tlic  Kaftan's  riimr' 

<  )ur  love's  youn<^'  j'^y-''  o'ertook, 

And  tliy  name  still  lloats  in  the  plaintive  notes 

( )f  my  silver-toned  chibouque. 
Thy  hand  is  red  with  the  blood  it  has  shed, 

Thy  soul  it  is  heavy  laden  ; 
Vet  come,  my  Giaour,  to  thy  Leila's  bower  ; 

<  >h,  come  to  thy  Turkish  maiden  !" 

A  light  step  trod  on  the  dewy  sud, 

And  a  voice  was  in  her  ear, 
And  an  arm  embraced  young  Leila's  waist — 

"IJelovc-d  !   I  am  here!" 
Like  the  phantom  form  that  rules  the  storm, 

Appeared  the  pirate  lover. 
And  Ills  hery  eye  was  like  Zatanai, 

Ashe  f(»ndly  bent  above  her. 

"  Speak,  Leila,  speak  ;  for  my  light  can  pie 

liides  proudly  in  yonder  bay; 
I  have  come  from  mv  rest  to  her  1  love  best, 

To  carry  thee,  love,  away. 
The  breast  of  thy  lover  shall  shield  thee,  and  fuv.r 

^fy  own  jemscheed  from  harm  ; 
Think'st  thou  I  fear  the  dark  vizier, 

Or  the  mufti's  vengeful  arm  ( 


•i<»l 
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**  Thru  (Iroojt  not,  low,  imr  turn  awav 
From  tliis  riule  hand  ol'  mine  !" 

And  Leila  looked  in  her  lover's  eyes, 
And  murmured — "  I  am  thine  ! " 

But  a  gloomy  man  uitli  a  yataghan 
Stole  through  the  acacia  blossoms, 

And  the  thrutst  he  made  \vith  his  gleaming  Ida* It- 
Hath  pierced  through  both  their  bosoms. 

*'  There  !  there  !  thou  curs»'d  caitiff  Giaour  ! 

There,  there,  thou  false  one,  lie  !" 
Remorseless  Hassan  stands  above, 

And  he  smiles  to  see  them  die. 
They  sleep  beneath  the  fresh  green  turf, 

The  lover  and  the  lady — 
And  the  maidens  wail  lo  htar  the  talc 

Uf  the  daughter  of  the  Cadi  ! 


,.<*%  r" 
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IiUOTHKU.*!,  spare  awliilc  your  liquor,  lay  your  final  tninblcr 

down  ; 
\{r  has  dropped — that  star  of  honour — on  the  lirld  of  his 

renown  ! 
Raise  the  wail,  but  raise  it  softly,  lowly  bending  on  your 

knees, 
If  you  tind  it  more  convenient,  you  may  hiccui»  if  you 

please. 
Sons  of  Pantaffruel,  gently  let  your  hip-hurraing  sink, 
Be   vour  manlv  accents  clouded,  half  with  sorrow,  half 

with  drink  ! 
Lightly  to  the  sofa  pillow  lift  his  head  from  off  the  lloor  ; 
See,  how  calm  he  sleeps,  unconscious  as  the  deadest  nail 

in  door  ! 
Widely  o'er  the  earth  I've  wandered  ;  where  the  drink 

most  freely  Howed, 
1  have  ever  reeled  the  foremost,  foremost  to  the  beaker 

strode. 
Deep  in  shady  Cider  Cellars  I  have  tbeamed  o'er  heavy  wet, 
By  the  fountains  of  Damascus  I  have  quaffed  the  rich 

sherbet, 


Uo'^aI  MontopulciaiKi  dminod  licnoath  its  iiativo  rock, 

•  Ml  .Inhannis'  sunny  iiioiintain  iViMjucnt  hiccupcd  o'er  my 

hock  ; 
I  liav«'  batlic<i  in  butt''  >•!  Xon's  deeper  than  did  e'er  Mon- 
soon, 
Saniiap'o'd  witli  bearded  Tartars  in  tlie  Mountains  of  the 

Moon  ; 
In  ]>eer-s\villin^'  Copenha^'en  I  have  drunk  your  l)an('snian 

Mind, 
I  liave  kept  my  feet  in  Jena,  wlien  each  burscli  to  earth 

declined  ; 
( Jlass  for  glass,  in  fierce  Jamaica,  I  have  sliared  the  planters 

rum, 
T>rank  with  llii^hhuid  dliuin<'-w;ussails,  till  ea«li  ;:ibbering 

Ciael  gT«'W  dumb  ; 
I'ut  a  stouter,  bobb-r  drinker — one  that  love(l  his  li«[Uor 

more — 
Never  yet  did  I  encounter  than  our  iVir-nd  upon  the  lloor  I 
Yet  tho  b-^^t   of  lis  are    mortal,  we  to  weakness  all   are 

heir, 
He  ]ia«  fallen,  who  rarely  sta^tjered — let  the  rest  of  us 

beware  I 
We  shall  b^ave  him  as  we  found  him, — lying  where  his 

manhoo<l  fell, 
Mong  the  trophies  of  the  revel,  for  he  took  his  tipple  well. 
Tiotter  'twere  we  loosed  his  neckcloth,  laid  his  throat  and 

V«om  bare, 
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riilli'd  liis   llobit's  ofr,  and  turned  his  toes  to  tjistc  the 

])reezy  air. 
Thr<nv  the  sofa-cover  o'er  him,  dim  tlic  llariiiLj  c»r  the  ;^'as, 
Cahnly,  rahidy  let  liim  shimber,  ami,  its  hy  tin-  l>ar  we 

pass, 
"We  sliall  l)id  that  thoughttul  waiter  place  beside  him,  near 

and  handy, 
Lar;j;e  supplies  of  soda-water,  tumblers  Ix.ttonKMl  well  with 

brandy, 
So,  when  wakin<;,  he  shall  drain  them,  with  tliat  deathless 

thirst  of  his, — 
C'lingiiiLj  to  the  hand  that  smote  him,  Hkc  a  ^^^ood  'un  as 

he  is  ! 


Il)t  Dfiith  of   Dubai. 


Dy  W H— —      IH.  E«i 


("  Methinks  I  rop  him  alrrady  in  tin*  rart.  Hwortor  anrl  mnrr  lovely  than  the 

-        .-  '     •    V'=:  hand!     I  hear   the  cniwd  extoUinR  his  n-soltitinn  and  intn*- 

v>     .'  volleys  of  sinhs  are  sent  from  the  wimlows  of  H'Oliorn,  that  so 

mmely  a  youth  shouM  be  brought  to  disgraee  !    I  see  him  at  the  tree  !  th«' 

whole  rireh'  an*  in  tears  !  even  biitehers  weep  '  " — IlKruiAiu*'  Opkra.] 


A  LIVING  sea  of  eager  liunian  faces, 

A  thousand  bosoms,  tliro})])iug  all  iis  one, 

Walls,  windows,  balconies,  all  sorts  of  places, 
Holding  their  crowds  of  gazers  to  the  sun  : 
Through  the  hushed  groups  low-buzzing  murmurs  run  ; 

And  on  thf  air,  with  slow  reluctant  swell, 

Omies  the  dull  funeral  boom  of  (»M  Sepulchre's  bell. 

Oh,  jr»y  in  London  now  !   in  festil  measure 
lie  «p«'nt  the  evening  of  this  festive  «lay  ! 

For  thee  is  opcming  now  a  high-strung  pleasure  ; 
Now,  even  now,  in  yonder  jjress-yard  they 
•Strike  from  his  limbs  the  fetters  loose  away ! 

A  little  while,  and  he,  the  brave  Duval, 

Will  issue  forth,  serene,  to  glad  and  greet  you  all. 


'*  Why  comes  he  not?  say,  wlicreforo  doth  lie  tarry  I  " 
Starts  the  iiKiuiry  loud  from,  every  tongue. 

"Surel}',"  they  cry,  "that  tedious  Ordinary 

His  tedious  psalms  must  long  ere  this  have  sung, — 
Tedious  to  him  that's  waiting  to  be  hung  I  " 

I'.ut  hark  I  old  Xewgate's  doors  ily  wide  apart. 

•'He  comes,  he  comes!"     A  thrill  shoots  through  each 
gazer's  heart. 


Joined  in  the  stunning  cry  ten  thousand  voices, 
All  Smithfield  answered  to  the  loud  acclaim. 

•"  Ho  comes,  he  comes  ! "  and  every  breast  rejoices. 
As  down  Snow  Hill  the  shout  tumultuous  came, 
Bearing  to  Holborn's  crowd  the  welcome  fame. 

"  He  comes,  he  comes  ! "  and  each  holds  back  his  breath — 

Some  ribs  are  broke,  and  some  few  scores  are  crushed  to 
death. 


With  stop  majestic  to  the  cart  advances 

The  dauntless  Claude,  and  springs  into  his  seat. 

He  feels  that  on  him  now  are  fixed  the  glances 
Of  many  a  Jhiton  bold  and  maiden  sweet, 
Whose  hearts  responsive  to  his  glories  beat. 

In  him  the  honour  of  "The  Road"  is  centred, 

And  all  the  hero's  fire  into  his  bosom  entered. 


His  was  the  transport — his  the  exuUation 
(  H  Kome's  ^^at  generals,  "vvhen  from  afar, 

Tp  to  the  Capitol,  in  the  ovation, 

They  bore  with  them,  in  the  triumi)lial  car, 
llich  gnlil  and  gems,  the  spoils  of  foreign  war. 

In  Triumphf  !     They  forgot  their  clay. 

E'en  so  Duval,  who  rode  in  glory  on  his  way. 

His  laced  cravat,  his  kids  of  jmrest  yellow. 
The  many-tinted  nosegay  in  his  hand, 

J  lis  large  black  eyes,  so  fier}%  yet  so  mellow. 
Like  the  old  vintages  of  Spanish  land, 
Locks  clustering  o'er  a  brow  of  high  command, 

Sulxlue  all  hearts  ;  and,  as  up  Holbom's  steep 

Toils  the  slow  car  of  death,  e'en  cruel  butchers  weep. 

He  8aw  it,  but  he  heeded  nrtt.     His  stoiy. 
He  knew,  was  graven  on  the  page  of  Time. 

Tyburn  to  him  was  as  a  field  of  glory, 

Where  he  must  stoop  U)  death  his  head  sublime, 
Hymne^l  in  full  many  an  elegiac  rhyme. 

He  left  his  deeds  behind  hini,  and  his  name — 

For  he,  like  Caesar,  had  lived  long  enough  for  fame. 

He  quailed  not,  save  when,  as  he  raised  the  chalice,- 
St  Giles's  bowl, — filled  with  the  mildest  ale. 
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To  pledge  the  crowd,  on  lier — liis  l^eauteoiis  Alice — 
His  eye  alighted,  and  his  cheek  grew  j)ale. 
She,  -whose  sweet  breath  was  like  the  spicy  gale, 
She,  whom  he  fondly  deemed  his  own  dear  girl, 
Stood   with   a   tall  dragoon,  drinking  long  draughts  ol 
purl. 

lie  bit  his  lip — it  quivered  but  a  moment — 

Then  passed  his  hand  across  his  Hushing  brows  : 

lie  could  have  spared  so  forcible  a  comment 
Upon  the  constancy  of  woman's  vows. 
One  short  sharp  pang  his  hero-soul  allows ; 

r.ut  in  the  bowl  he  drowned  the  stinging  pain, 

^Vnd  on  liis  pilgrim  course  went  calmly  f" ath  again. 

A  princely  group  of  England's  noble  daughters 
Stood  in  a  balcony  sutlused  with  grief, 

1  )iirusing  fragrance  round  them,  of  strong  waters, 
And  waving  many  a  snowy  handkerchief, 
Then  glowed  the  prince  of  highwayman  and  thief  ! 

His  soul  was  touched  with  a  seraphic  gleam — 

That  woman  could  be  false  was  but  a  mocking  dream. 

And  now,  his  bright  career  of  triumph  ended. 

His  chariot  stood  beneath  the  triple  tree. 
The  law's  grim  finisher  to  its  boughs  ascended, 
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Ami  rtxetl  the  hempen  Ixuulages,  while  he 
r>o\vo<l  to  the  thronj?,  then  bade  the  ciir  go  free. 
The  car  rolled  on,  and  left  him  danglin.rj  there, 
Like  fanu'd  Mohammed's  tomb,  uphung  midway  in  air. 

As  dmoj)S  the  cup  ol  tlie  surcharged  lily 
licneath  the  buffets  of  the  surly  storm, 

<  >r  the  soft  petals  of  the  daffodilly, 

When  Sirius  is  uncomfortably  warm, 

80  droopetl  his  head  upon  his  manly  form, 

While  floated  in  the  breeze  his  tresses  brown. 

He  hung  the  stated  time,  and  then  they  cut  him  <lown. 

With  soft  and  tender  care  the  trainbands  bore  him. 
Just  as  they  found  him,  nightcap,  robe,  and  all. 

And  placed  this  neat  thou^'h  j)lain  in.scription  o'er  him, 
Among  the  atomies  in  Surgfons'  Hall  : 
♦*Thi-;se  are  the  TkiXEs  of  the  Kenownei)  Duvaf.  I  " 

There  still  they  tell  us,  from  their  glassy  case. 

He  was  the  last,  the  best  of  all  that  noble  race  ! 
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(L- astern  ^creuaiic. 


The  minarets  wave  on  the  plain  of  Stamboul, 

And  the  breeze  of  the  evening  blows  freshly  and  cool; 

The  voice  of  the  musnud  is  heard  from  the  west, 

Aiid  kaftan  and  kalpac  have  gone  to  their  rest. 

The  notes  of  the  kislar  re-echo  no  more, 

,Vnd  tlie  waves  of  Al  Sirat  fall  light  on  the  shcjre. 

Where  art  thou,  my  beauty  ;  where  art  thou,  my  bride 
Oh,  come  and  repose  by  thy  dragoman's  side  ! 
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1  wait  for  Iheo  still  bv  the  llowcry  tophaik — 

I  have  broken  my  Kblis  for  Zuleima's  sake. 

P.ut  the  heart  that  adores  thee  is  faithful  and  true, 

Thou'di  it  beats  'neath  the  folds  of  a  Greek  Allali-hu  I 


( )h,  wake  thee,  my  dearest !  the  muftis  are  still. 

And  the  tschocadars  sleep  on  the  Frangucstan  hill ; 

No  sullen  aleikoum — no  derveesh  is  here, 

And  the  mos<]ues  are  all  ■svatching  by  lonely  Kashmerc  I 

Oh,  come  in  the  gush  of  thy  beauty  so  full, 

I  have  waited  for  thee,  my  adored  attar-gul  I 


I  see  thee — I  hear  thee — thy  antelope  foot 
Treads  lightly  an<l  soft  on  the  velvet  cheroot ; 
The  jewelled  amaun  of  thy  zemzem  is  bare. 
And  the  folds  of  thy  palainj>ore  wave  in  the  air. 
Come,  rest  on  the  bosom  that  lovei?  thee  so  well. 
My  dove  !  my  phingari  I  my  gentle  ga//*lle  ! 

Nay,  tremble  not,  dearest !     I  feel  thy  heart  throb, 
'Xeath  the  sheltering  shroud  of  thy  snowy  kiebaub  ; 
Ix),  there  shines  Muezzin,  the  beautiful  star ! 
Thy  lover  is  with  thee,  and  danger  afar  : 
Say,  IB  it  the  glance  of  the  hau^rhty  vizier. 
Or  the  bark  of  the  distant  effendi,  you  fear  t 
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( )h,  swill  tly  the  hours  in  the  garden  of  ])liss  I 
And  sweeter  tlian  balm  of  Gehenna  tliy  kiss  ! 
Wherever  I  wander — wlierever  I  roam, 
^ly  spirit  Hies  hack  to  its  beautiful  home  ; 
It  dwells  l)y  the  lake  of  the  limpid  Stamboul, 
With  thee,  my  ad(jred  one  I  my  own  attar-;<ul 


Dame  rrctirQonDc. 


When  folks,  witli  headstrong'  jjassion  blind. 

To  play  the  fool  make  up  their  mind, 

They're  sure  to  come  with  phrases  nice. 

And  modest  air,  for  your  advice. 

But  as  a  truth  unfailing'  make  it, 

They  ask,  hut  never  mean  to  take  it. 

'Tis  not  advice  they  want,  in  fact, 

I»ut  confirmation  in  their  act. 

X'^'W  mark  what  did,  in  such  a  case, 

A  wortliy  priest  who  knew  the  race. 


A  dame  more  buxom,  blithe,  and  free. 
Than  Fredegonde  you  scarce  would  see. 
So  smart  her  dress,  so  trim  her  .shape. 
Ne'er  hostess  offered  juice  of  grape, 


(Juuld  for  her  trade  -wi.sh  better  si<ai  : 

Her  looks  gave  flavour  to  her  ^vine, 

And  each  guest  feels  it,  as  he  sips, 

Smack  of  the  ruhy  of  her  lips. 

A  smile  for  all,  a  welcome  glad, — 

A  jovial  coaxing  way  she  had  : 

And, — what  was  more  her  fate  than  blame, — 

A  nine  months'  widow  was  our  danio, 

I»ut  toil  was  hard,  for  trade  was  good, 

And  gallants  sometimes  will  be  rude. 

"  And  what  can  a  lone  woman  do  ? 

The  nights  are  long,  and  eerie  too. 

Xow,  Guillot  there's  a  likely  man, 

Xonc!  better  draws  or  taps  a  can  ; 

He's  just  the  man,  I  think,  to  suit, 

If  I  could  bring  my  courage  to't." 

With  thoughts  like  these  her  mind  is  crossed  : 

The  dame,  they  say,  who  doubts,  is  lost. 

"But  then  the  risk  1     I'll  beg  a  slice 

<  H'  Father  Kaulin's  good  advice." 


Prankt  in  her  best,  with  looks  demure, 
She  seeks  the  priest  ;  and,  to  be  sure. 
Asks  if  he  thinks  she  ought  to  wed  : 
"  "With  such  a  business  on  my  head. 
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I'm  worried  otf  my  legs  with  care, 
And  need  8<ime  help  to  keep  things  Sijuare. 
I've  thought  of  Guillot,  truth  to  tell ! 
He's  steadv.  knows  his  business  well. 

» 

What  do  you  think  ?  '     'WTien  tlius  he  met  her 

**<  >h,  take  him,  dear,  you  can't  do  better  !" 

**  But  then  the  danger,  my  good  pastor. 

If  tht  man  I  make  the  master. 

There  is  no  trusting  to  these  men." 

**  Well,  well,  my  dear,  don't  have  him,  then  ! " 

"  But  help  I  must  have  ;  there's  the  curse. 

I  may  go  farther  and  fare  worse." 

♦'  VThy,  take  him,  then  !"     ''  But  if  he  should 

Turn  out  a  thankless  ne'er-do-good — 

In  drink  and  riot  waste  my  all. 

And  ruut  me  out  of  house  and  hall  ? " 

"  Don't  have  him,  then  I     But  I've  a  plan 

To  clear  your  doubts,  if  any  can. 

The  bells  a  peal  are  ringing, — hark  ! 

Go  straight,  and  what  they  tell  you  mark. 

If  thev  sav  '  Yes  I'  wed,  and  be  blest — 

If  *  Xo,'  why — do  as  you  think  best." 


The  bells  rung  out  a  triple  bob  : 
Oh,  how  our  widow's  heart  did  throb, 
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An  thus  she  hoard  their  burden  go, 
"Marry,  mar- many,  mar-Guillot  I" 
r»€ll.s  were  not  then  left  to  hang  idle : 
A  week, — and  they  rang  for  her  briilal. 
liut,  woe  the  while,  they  might  as  well 
Have  rung  the  poor  dame's  parting  knell. 
The  rosy  dimples  left  her  cheek. 
She  lost  her  beauties  plump  and  sleek ; 
For  Guillot  oftener  kicked  than  kissed. 
And  backed  his  orders  with  his  fist. 
Proving  by  deeds  as  well  as  words. 
That  servants  make  the  worst  of  lords. 


She  seeks  the  priest,  her  ire  to  wreak. 
And  speaks  as  angry  women  speak, 
With  tiger  looks,  and  bosom  swelling, 
Cursing  the  hour  she'  took  his  telling. 
To  all,  his  calm  reply  was  this, — 
"  I  fear  you've  read  the  beUs  amiss  : 
If  they  have  led  you  wrong  in  aught, 
Your  wish,  not  they,  inspired  the  thought. 
Just  go,  and  mark  well  what  they  say." 
<  )ff  trudged  the  dame  upon  her  way. 
And  sure  enough  their  chime  went  so, — 
"Don't  have  that  knave,  that  knave  Guillot !" 


'*Too  true,"  she  cried,  **  there's  not  a  doubt 
What  could  mv  ears  have  been  about  ?"' 
She  had  forgot,  that,  as  fools  think, 
The  bell  is  ever  sure  to  clink. 


dbc  Dcatlr  of  =tishin;icL 


[This  and  the  six  following  poems  are  examples  of  that  new  achievement 
')f  modern  song— which,  blending  the  utile  with  the  dulce,  symbolises  at  once 
the  practical  and  spiritual  characteristics  of  the  age,— and  is  called  familiarly 
"the  puti' poetical."] 

Died  the  Jew  ]     "  The  Hebrew  died. 

On  the  pavement  cold  he  lay, 
Around  him  closed  the  living  tide  ; 

The  butcher's  cad  set  down  his  tray  : 
The  pot-boy  from  the  Dragon  Green 

Xo  longer  for  his  pewter  calls  ; 
The  Nereid  rushes  in  between, 

Nor  more  her  '  Fine  live  mackerel  I'  bawls." 

])ied  the  Jew  ]     "The  Hebrew  died. 

They  raised  him  gently  from  the  stone, 
They  Hung  his  coat  and  neckcloth  wide — 

But  linen  had  that  Hebrew  none. 
They  raised  the  pile  of  hats  that  pressed 

His  noble  head,  his  locks  of  snow ; 
But,  ah,  that  head,  upon  his  breast, 

Sank  down  with  an  expiring  *  Clo  I'" 


o."»  o 
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Died  the  Jew?     "The  Ileltrew  died, 

Struck  with  overwhcliiiiiig  ([ualms 
From  the  flavour  spreading  wide 

Of  some  fine  Virginia  Hams. 
Would  you  know  tli<'  fatal  spot, 

Fatal  to  that  child  of  sin  ? 
These  fine-flavoured  hams  are  bdught 

At  50  BisuopsGATK  AVirnix  I" 


uNe 


Varr'5   •Mfc   yill,?. 


'TwAS  in  the  to'wii  of  LuLeck, 

A  lumdred  years  ago, 
All  old  man  walked  into  the  church, 

AVitli  heard  as  white  as  snow  ; 
Yet  were  his  cheeks  not  wrinkled, 

Xor  dim  his  ea<de  eve  : 
There's  many  a  knight  that  steps  the  street, 
Might  wonder,  should  he  chance  to  meet 

That  man  erect  and  hifdi  I 


'o' 


When  silenced  was  the  organ, 

And  hushed  the  vespers  loud, 
The  Sacristan  approached  the  sire. 

And  drew  him  from  the  crowd- 
"  There's  something  in  thy  visage, 

On  which  T  dare  not  look  ; 
And  when  I  rang  the  passing  hell, 
A  tremor  that  I  may  not  tell, 

^ly  very  vitals  shook. 

"  Who  art  thou,  awful  stranger  ? 

Our  ancient  annals  say, 
That  twice  two  hundred  years  ago 

Another  passed  this  way, 
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Like  ihoe  in  laco  and  fcatnre  ; 

And,  if  the  tale  be  trno, 
'Tis  writ,  that  in  tliis  xory  year 
Again  the  stninger  shall  apj)ear. 

Art  thou  the  Wandering  .lew  ?'" 

••The  Wandering  .lew,  tliou  dotiird  !  " 

The  wondrous  phantom  cried — 
*'  Tis  several  centuries  ago 

Since  that  poor  stripling  died. 
He  would  not  use  my  nostrums — 

See,  shaveling,  here  they  arc  ! 
Tfte-xe  put  to  flight  all  human  ills, 
These  compier  death — unfailing  pills, 

And  I'm  the  inventor,  Pahu  I  ' 


vLariiuin  aui)  the  ^lujur. 

(IiXGEHi.v  is  ;^^ood  King  Tarquin  shaving, 
( Jentlv  glidos  tlio  razor  o'er  his  chin, 
Xear  him  stands  a  grim  Haruspex  raving, 
And  with  nasal  whine  he  pitches  in 
Church  extension  hints, 
Till  the  monarch  squints. 
Snicks  his  chin,  and  swears — a  deadlv  sin  I 

*Move  confound  thee,  thou  baredegged  impostor  ! 

From  my  drossing-table  get  thee  gone  I 
Dost  thou  think  my  flesh  is  double  Glo'ster  I 
There  again  !     Thnt  cut  was  to  the  bono  ! 
Get  ye  from  my  sight ; 
I'll  bcdieve  you're  riglit 
When  my  razor  cuts  the  sharping  hone  I 

riius  spoke  Tarijuin  with  a  deal  of  dryness  ; 

r>ut  the  Augur,  eager  for  his  fees, 
Answered — "Try  it,  your  Imperial  Highness  ; 

Press  a  little  harder,  if  you  please. 
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Then.'  !  the  deed  is  done  !  " 
Throuudi  the  solid  stone 
Went  the  steel  as  L'liMy  as  throii^di  cheese. 

So  the  Au^'ur  touched  the  tin  of  Tarquin, 

"\^^lo  suspected  some  celestial  aid  : 
lUit  he  wronged  the  blameless  «,'ods  ;  for  hearken  1 
Ere  the  monarch's  bet  was  rashly  laid, 
With  his  searching  eye 
Did  the  priest  espy 
KoGERs'  name  engraved  upon  the  blade. 


"*:a   mort   t)',^rtlnu. 


NOT    BY    AXFRED    TENNYSON. 

Slowly,  as  one  who  bears  a  mortal  hurt, 
Tlirough  whicli  the  fountain  of  his  life  runs  dr}', 
Crept  good  King  Arthur  down  unto  tli<'  lake. 
A  roughening  wind  was  bringing  in  the  waves 
AVith  cold  dull  i)lash  and  plunging  to  the  sh(»ri'. 
And  a  great  bank  of  clouds  came  sailing  u]) 
Athwart  the  aspect  of  the  gibbous  moon. 
Leaving  no  glimpse  save  starlight,  as  he  sank. 
With  a  short  stagger,  senseless  on  the  stones. 

Xo  man  yet  knows  how  long  he  lay  in  swound  ; 
But  long  enough  it  was  to  let  the  rust 
Lick  half  the  surface  of  his  polished  shield  ; 
For  it  was  made  by  far  inferior  hands, 
Than  forged  his  helm,  his  breastplate,  and  his  greavo; 
AVhereon  no  canker  lighted,  for  they  bore 
The  magic  stamp  of  Mechi' s  Silver  Steel. 


iHupiicr  aiiD  the  k\V\:m  ^Ir. 

*'  Take  away  this  claniiiiy  nectar  !  " 

Said  the  king  of  gods  and  men  ; 
**  Xever  at  Olympus'  t;ible 

L*it  that  trash  })(i  served  again. 
Ho,  Lyifus,  thou,  the  beery  ! 

<,»uick — invent  some  other  drink; 
<  >r,  in  a  brace  of  shakes,  thou  standest 

'  )n  Cocji-us'  sulphury  brink  !  " 


Terror  shook  the  limbs  of  iJacchus, 
J*aly  grew  his  pimpled  no.se, 
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Ami  already  in  his  rearward 

Felt  lie  Jove's  tremendous  toes  ; 

^^'hell  a  bri;^dit  idea  struck  him — 
"  Dash  my  thyrsus  1   I'll  be  hail — 

For  you  never  were  in  India — 

That  you  know  not  Hoikjsox's  Ai.k  I  " 

*'  I  iring  it  ! "  (juoth  the  Cloud-compeller  ; 

And  the  wine-god  hrou.i^dit  the  beer — 
"  J'ort  and  claret  are  like  Avater 

To  the  noble  stufi"  that's  here  !  " 
And  Saturnius  drank  and  nodded, 

"Winking  with  his  lightning  eyes, 
And  amidst  the  constellations 

Did  the  star  of  Hodg-son  rise  ! 


^  l)t  tan  of  the  Douiiiici)  brothers. 

(^«v\Ts  at  five -and- forty  shillings  !   trousers  ten-and-six  a 

}>air  ! 
Summer  waistcoats,  three  a  sov'rci^Mi,  light  and  comfort- 

ablf  wear ! 
Taglionis,  black  or  coloured,  Chesterfield  and  velveteen  I 
The  old  English  shooting-jacket — doeskins,  such  as  ue'er 

^ve^e  seen  ! 
Army  cloaks  and  riding-habits,  Alberts  at  a  trifling  cost ! 
Do  you  want  an  annual  contract  ?     AVrite  to  Doudxeys' 

by  the  j>ost. 

DOUUXKV    IJUOTHERS  I    DOUDNEV  BROTHERS  I    Xot  the  UlCU 

that  drive  the  van, 

Plastered  o'er  Avith  advertisements,  heralding  some  ])altry 
plan. 

How.  by  base  mechanic  stinting,  and  by  pinching  of  their 
1)3  cks, 

Slim  attorneys'  clerks  may  manage  to  retrieve  their 
Income-tax  : 

]>ut  the  old  established  business — wliere  the  best  of  clothes 
are  given 

At  the  very  lowest  prices — Fleet  Street,  Number  Ninety- 
seven. 
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Wouldst  thou  know  the  works  of  IJoldnkv  >.      I  lie  tliee 

to  the  thron^'ed  Arcade, 
To  the  Park  upon  a  Sunday,  to  the  terrible  Parade. 
There,  amid  the  bayonets  bristling,  and  the  tlai^liing  of  tlie 

steel, 
Wh(Mi  the  household  troops  in  squadrons  mund  tlic  bold 

tield-marshals  wheel, 
Shouldst  thou  see  an  aged  warrior  in  a  plain  blue  morning 

frock. 
Peering  at  the  proud  battalions  o'er  the  margin  of   his 

stock, — 
Should  thy  throbbing  heart  then  tell  thee,  that  the  veteriin 

worn  and  grey 
Curbed  the  course  of  BonajDarte,  rolled  tlie  thunders  of 

Assaye — 
Let  it  tell  thee,  stranger,  likewise,  that  the  goodly  garb 

he  wears 
Started  into  shape  and  being  from  the  Doudney  liuoTHEHs' 

shears  ! 
Seek   thou   next   the    rooms    of    Willis  —  mark,    where 

I)'(  )rsay's  Count  is  bending, 
See   the    trousers    undulation    from    his    graceful    hip 

descending  ; 
Hath  the  earth  another  trouser  so  compact  and   love- 
compelling  ? 
Thou  canst   find   it,   stranger,  only,  if  thou  seek'st  the 

Doudxeys'  dwelling  I 
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Hark,    from   AViiidsor's   royal    palace,   wliat    sweet    voice. 

enchant*  the  ear  ? 
'* '  lOOilncss,  what  a  lovely  waistcoat !     <  >h,  who  made  it, 

Albert  dear  ? 
Tis  the  very  prettiest  pattern  !     Y<»u  must  get  a  tlo/en 

others  ! " 
And  the  Prince,  in  rapture,  answers — "'Tis  the  work  of 

DoinXEY    iJnOTHERs!" 


,y;iris  an!)  tUlcn. 


As  tlie  youthful  Paris  presses 
Helen  to  his  ivory  breast, 

Sporting  with  her  golden  tresses, 
Close  and  ever  closer  pressed, 

"  Let  me,"  said  he,  "  ([uafT  the  nectjir. 
Which  thy  lips  of  ruby  yieM  ; 

(ilory  I  can  leave  to  Hector, 
(jathered  in  the  tented  field. 


"  Let  me  ever  gaze  upon  thee, 

Look  into  thine  eyes  so  deep  : 
With  a  daring  hajid  T  won  thee, 
With  a  faithful  heart  I'll  keep. 

"Oh,  my  Helen,  thuu  bright  wonder, 
A\Tio  was  ever  like  to  thee  1 

Jove  would  lay  aside  his  thunder, 
80  he  might  be  blest  like  me. 
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"  How  mine  eyes  so  fondly  linger 

On  thy  soft  and  pearly  skin  : 
Scan  each  round  and  rosy  finger, 

Drinking  draughts  of  beauty  in  I 

"  Toll  me,  whence  thy  beauty,  fairest  ?    • 
Wlience  thy  cheek's  enchanting  blooni  f 

Whence  the  rosy  liue  thou  wearest, 

Dreathing  round  thee  rich  perfume  ]  " 

Thus  he  spoke,  with  heart  that  panted, 
Clasped  her  fondly  to  his  side, 

Oazed  on  her  with  look  enchanted, 
While  his  Helen  thus  replied  : 

*'  lie  no  discord,  love,  between  us. 

If  I  not  the  secret  tell  ! 
'Twas  a  gift  I  had  of  Venus, — 

Venus,  who  hath  loved  me  well. 

*•  And  .she  t^dd  me  as  she  gave  it, 

'  Let  not  e'er  the  charm  be  known  ; 

O'er  thy  person  freely  lave  it, 
Only  when  thou  art  alone.' 

'•'Tis  enclosed  in  yonder  casket — 

Here  behold  its  golden  key  ; 
But  ita  name — love,  do  not  ask  it, 

Tell't  I  may  not,  even  to  thee  ! " 


PARIS    AND    UKI.KN.  23.5 


Long  witli  vow  and  kiss  lio  plied  h«'r  ; 

Still  the  secret  diel  she  keep, 
Till  at  length  he  sank  beside  her, 

Seemed  as  he  had  dropped  to  sleeji 

Soon  was  Helen  laid  in  slumber, 
AN'hen  her  Paris,  rising  slow, 

I  )id  his  fair  neck  disencumber 

From  her  rounded  arms  of  snow. 

Then,  her  heedless  fingers  oping, 
Takes  the  key  and  steals  away, 

To  the  ebon  table  groping, 

AVhere  tlie  wondrous  casket  lay  ; 

r^igerly  the  lid  uncloses, 
Sees  witliin  it,  laid  aslope, 

Pears'  Liquid  Bloom  of  TiCses, 
Cakes  of  his  Than.si'akent  Soai-  ! 


$onq  of  tlic  (L-nnunc, 


I'm  wi-an,  ami  sick,  and  dis<,'iist<?(l 

With  Britain's  mechanical  din  ; 
Where  I'm  much  too  well  known  to  be  trusted, 

And  plaj^uily  pestered  for  tin  ; 
Wh(  re  love  has  two  eyes  for  your  banker, 

And  one  chilly  dance  for  yourself: 
WluTe  souls  can  afford  to  ]>c  franker, 

I'ut  when  they're  well  ;,Mmi.shcd  with  jxlf 

1  m  hick  ot  the  whohf  race  <»f  poets, 

Emasculate,  misty,  and  fine  ; 
They  bn.*w  their  small-beer,  and  don't  know  its 

I>istinction  from  full-lxxlied  wine. 
I  iM  sick  of  the  prosers,  that  house  uj> 

At  drowsy  St  Stephen's, — ain't  you  1 
T  want  some  strong'  spirits  to  rouse  up 

A  grxxl  revolution  or  two  I 


I'm  sick  of  a  laiul,  wliore  each  morrow 

Uepeats  tho  dull  tale  of  to-»lay, 
W'liere  you  can't  even  find  a  now  sorrow 

To  chase  your  st^ile  pleasures  away. 
I'm  sick  of  blue-stock  in  i^'s  horrific, 

Steam,  railroads,  <^^s,  scrip,  and  consols  : 
S(.  Ill  uir  where  the  ^'olden  Tacitic 

Round  islands  of  Varadiso  mils.* 

There  the  passions  shall  revel  unfettereil, 

And  the  heart  never  speak  hut  in  truth. 
And  the  intellect,  wholly  unlettered, 

I^  bri^^ht  with  the  freedom  of  youth  ; 
There  the  earth  can  rejoice  in  her  bl(Jssom.s, 

Unsullied  by  vapour  or  soot, 
And  there  chimpanzees  and  opossums 

Shall  playfully  pelt  me  with  fruit. 

There  I'll  sit  with  mv  dark  <  )riana.s, 

In  proves  by  the  murmurinj.,'  .sea, 
Autl  they'll  give,  as  I  suck  the  bananas, 

Their  kis.ses,  nor  ask  them  from  me. 
They'll  never  torment  me  for  sonnets, 

Xor  bore  me  to  death  with  their  own  ; 
They'll  ask  not  for  shawds  nor  for  bonnets. 

For  milliners  there  are  unknown. 
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There  my  couch  shall  ho  earth's  freshest  llowers, 

My  curtains  the  ui^'ht  and  the  stars, 
And  my  sj)Lrit  shall  "^'ather  new  powei-s, 

Uncramped  by  conventional  bars. 
Love  for  love,  truth  for  truth  ever  f^iving, 

My  days  shall  be  manfully  sped ; 
I  shall  know  that  I'm  loved  while  I'm  living, 

And  be  wept  by  fond  eyes  when  I'm  dead  ! 


(Larfiliiu. 

Lightsome,  brightsome,  cousin  mine, 

Easy,  breezy  Caroline ! 
"With  tliy  locks  all  raven-sliadcil, 
From  thy  merry  brow  iip-braided, 
And  thine  eyes  of  laughter  full, 

Brightsome  cousin  mine ! 
Thou  in  chains  of  love  hast  bound  mc- 
Wherefore  dost  thou  flit  around  me, 

Laughter-loving  Caroline  ? 

When  I  fain  would  go  to  sleep 

In  my  easy- chair, 
Wherefore  on  my  slumbers  creep — 
AVherefore  start  me  from  repose. 
Tickling  of  my  hooked  nose, 

Pulhng  of  my  hair  ? 
Wherefore,  tlien,  if  thou  dost  love  me, 
So  to  words  of  anger  move  we. 

Corking  of  this  face  of  mine, 

Tricksy  cousin  CaroUne  1 


1 

'24  P 

C  Alio  LINK. 

1 

AVhcn  a  sudden  sound  I  hear, 

1 
1 

Mucli  my  nervous  system  sullers, 

1 

Sliaking  tlirouj:;li  and  throned  i. 

t 

Cousin  Caroline,  1  fear, 

1 

Twas  no  other,  now,  hut  ytm, 

1 

l*ut  ^funpowder  in  tlie  snuU'ers, 

1 
I 

Sprin^uui,'  sucli  a  mine  I 

Ves,  it  was  your  tricksy  self, 

AVirked-trick(\l  little  ell", 

Naughty  cousin  Caroline  1 

Pins  she  sticks  into  my  shoulder, 
Places  nee<lles  in  my  chair, 

And,  when  I  bej^in  to  scold  her, 
Tosses  back  her  combed  hair, 
AVith  so  saucy-vexed  an  air. 

That  the  pitying  beholder 

Cannot  brook  tliat  I  should  scold  lier 

Then  again  she  comes,  and  bolder, 
Plaeks  anew  this  face  of  mine. 
Artful  cousin  Caroline  1 

Would  she  only  say  she'd  love  me, 
Winsome  tinsome  Caroline, 

Cnto  such  excess  'twould  move  m<', 
Teasing,  pleasing,  cousin  mine  I 
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That  she  might  the  live-long  day 
Tndermino  the  snutier-tray, 
Tickle  still  my  hooked  nose, 
Startle  me  from  calm  repose 

AVith  her  pretty  persecution  ; 
Throw  the  tongs  against  my  shins, 
liun  mv  tlirough  and  througli  with  pins. 

Like  a  pierct-d  cushion  ; 
Would  she  only  say  she'd  love  me, 
Darning-needlos  should  not  move  me  ; 
But,  reclining  back,  I'd  say, 
"  Dearest !  there's  the  snutter-tray  ; 
Pinch,  0  pinch  those  legs  of  mine  I 
Cork  me,  cousin  Caroline  !  " 


Jo  a  forget -^tU- Mot. 

rol'M)  IX  MT   KMniRIlM   OF   LOVE-TOKENS. 

Sweet  Hower,  tliat  with  thy  soft  1)1ul'  eye 
Didst  once  look  up  in  shady  spot, 

Tn  whisper  to  the  passer-by 

Tliose  tender  words — Forj^et-me-not ! 

Thouf^h  withered  now,  thou  art  to  me 
The  minister  of  gentle  thought, — 

And  I  could  weep  to  gaze  on  thee. 

Love's  faded  pledge — Forget-me-not! 

Thou  speak'st  of  hours  when  1  was  young, 
And  happiness  arose  unsought ; 

"^^^len  she,  the  whispering  woods  among, 
( iave  me  thy  bloom — Forget-me-not  ! 

That  raptUTfjus  hour  with  that  dear  maid 
From  memory's  page  no  time  shall  blot. 

\Mien,  yielding  to  my  kiss,  she  said, 
"  Oh,  Theodore — Forget-me-not ! " 
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Alas  for  love  !  alas  for  truth  ! 

Alas  for  man's  uncertain  lot ! 
.Vlas  for  all  the  hopes  of  youth 

That  fade  like  thee — For<'et-m('-not  I 


'O^ 


Alas  for  that  one  image  fair, 

With  all  my  brightest  dreams  inwnjuglit ! 
That  walks  beside  me  everywhere, 

Still  whispering — Forget-me-not ! 

Oh,  Memory  !  thou  art  but  a  sigh 

For  friendships  dead  and  loves  forgot, 

And  many  a  cold  and  altered  eye 

That  once  did  say — Forget-me-not ! 

.Vnd  I  must  bow  me  to  thy  laws. 

For — odd  although  it  may  be  thought — 

1  can't  tell  who  the  deuce  it  was 
That  gave  me  this  Forget-m(;-not  '. 


lilt    iiUisbap. 

'•Why  art  thou  weepin;,',  sister? 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  pale  ? 
Look  up,  dear  Jane,  and  tell  me 

What  is  it  thou  dost  ail  < 


"  I  know  thy  will  is  froward, 
Thy  feelings  warm  and  koen, 

.Vnd  that  ihnt  Augustus  Howard 
For  weeks  has  not  been  seen. 
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"  I  know  how  much  you  loved  liim  ; 

r>ut  I  kiKiw  tliou  dost  not  weep 
For  him  ; — for  tliough  his  passion  be, 

Tlis  purse  is  noways  deej:). 


"Then  tell  me  why  those  tear-drops  ? 

What  means  this  woeful  mood  i 
Say,  has  tlie  tax-collector 

Been  calling,  and  been  rude  I 


"Or  has  that  hateful  grocer, 

The  slave  !  been  here  to-day  i 

Of  course  he  had,  by  morrow's  noon, 
A  heavy  bill  to  pay  ? 

"  Come,  on  thy  brother's  bosom 
Unburden  all  thy  woes  ; 

Look  up,  look  up,  sweet  sister ; 
!N'ay,  sob  not  through  thy  nose." 


"  Oh,  John,  'tis  not  the  grocer 
For  his  account ;  although 

How  ever  he  is  to  be  paid, 
I  really  do  not  know. 


:i4«;  THE    MISHAP. 


'*  Tis  not  iho  t;ix- col  lector  ; 

Thouf^h  by  his  fell  comniaml 
Tliey've  seizeil  our  old  paternal  clock, 

And  new  iimV)r('lla-.stand  ! 


"  Xor  tliat  Augustus  llowanl, 

AVTiom  I  despise  almost, — 
r.nt  the  soot's  come  down  the  chimney,  John, 

And  fairly  spoiled  the  roast  1 " 


(Lomfort  in  Affliction. 


"  AVhkrefore  starts  my  bosuni's  lord  ? 

AVhy  this  aii^'uish  in  tliine  eye  1 
1  )li,  it  seems  as  thy  heart's  chord 

Had  broken  with  that  sii^'h  ! 

''liest  thee,  my  dear  lord,  I  pray, 
Rest  thee  on  my  bosom  now  ! 

And  let  me  wipe  the  dews  away. 
Are  ^'athering  on  thy  brow. 

"  There,  again  I  tliat  feveretl  start  I 
'What,  love  I  husband  I  is  thy  pain  ' 

There  is  a  sorrow  on  tliy  heart, 
A  weight  upon  thy  brain  ! 

"  Xay,  nay,  that  sickly  smile  can  ne'rr 
Deceive  alTection's  searching  eye  ; 

'Tis  a  wife's  duty,  love,  to  share 
Her  husband's  agony. 


"Since  tlie  dtnvn  began  to  j)C(i<, 
llavo  I  lain  with  stifled  breath  : 

Heard  tliee  moaning'  in  tliy  sleep, 
As  thou  wert  at  ^'rips  with  death. 

*'  oil,  what  joy  it  was  to  see 

My  j^entle  lord  once  more  awake  ! 

Tell  nie,  Avhat  is  amiss  with  thee  ? 
Speak,  or  my  heart  will  break  I" 

"  ^lary,  thou  angel  of  my  life, 
Thou  ever  good  and  kind  ; 

'Tis  not,  believe  me,  njy  dear  wife, 
The  anguish  of  the  mind  ! 

*'  It  is  not  in  my  bosom,  dear, 
No,  nor  my  brain,  in  sootli  ; 

liut  Mary,  oh,  I  feel  it  here, 
Here  in  my  wisdom  tooth  I 

"Then  give, — oh,  first  best  antidote,- 
Sweet  partner  of  my  bed  I 

Give  me  thy  flannel  petticoat 
To  wrap  around  my  head  ! " 


fhc   i»inl)oratioii. 

"  liHOTHER,  tlioii  art  very  weary. 

And  tliiiie  eye  is  .sunk  and  dim, 
And  thy  neckcloth's  tic  is  crunipled. 

Ami  thy  collar  out  of  trim  ; 
There  is  dust  upon  thy  visaije, — 

Think  not,  Charles,  I  would  hurt  ye, 
When  T  say,  that  altogether 

You  appear  extremely  dirty. 

*'  Frown  not,  brother,  now,  liut  hie  tliec 

To  thy  chamber's  distant  room  ; 
Drown  the  odours  of  the  ledger 

With  the  lavender's  perfume, 
r.rush  the  mud  from  off  thy  trousers, 

U'er  the  china  basin  knee), 
Lave  thy  brows  in  water  softene<l 

AVith  the  soap  of  Old  Castile. 

"  Smooth  the  locks  that  o'er  thy  forehead 
Now  in  loose  disorder  stray  ; 

Pare  thy  nails,  and  from  thy  whiskers 
Cut  those  ragged  points  away  ; 
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\a'{  no  more  thy  calculations 
Thy  bewildered  brain  beset ; 

Life  has  other  hopes  than  Cocker's, 
^ther  joys  than  tare  and  tret. 

*'  Haste  thee,  for  I  ordered  dinner, 

Waiting  to  the  very  last, 
Twenty  minutes  after  seven, 

An<l  'tis  now  tlie  quarter  past. 
'Tis  a  dinner  which  Lucullus 

Would  have  wept  with  joy  to  see, 
( >ne,  might  wake  the  soul  of  ( 'urtis 

From  death's  drow.sy  atrophy. 

"There  is  soup  of  real  turtle, 

Turbot,  and  the  dainty  sole  ; 
An<l  the  mottled  row  of  lobsters 

Jilushes  through  the  butter-bowl. 
There  the  lordly  haunch  of  mutton, 

Tender  as  the  mountain  grass, 
Waits  to  mix  its  ruddy  juices 

With  the  girdling  caper-sauce. 

''There  a  stag,  whose  branching  lorehead 
Spoke  him  monarch  of  the  herds. 

He  whose  flight  was  o'er  the  heather 
Swift  as  through  the  air  the  bird's, 
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Yields  for  tlicc  a  dish  of  cutlets  ; 

And  the  haunch  that  wont  to  dash 
( )'er  the  roaring  mountain-torrent, 
'  Smokes  in  most  delicious  hasli. 


I 


"There,  besides,  are  ambrr  jellies 

Floating  like  a  golden  dream  ; 
Ginger  from  the  far  Bermudas, 

Dishes  of  Italian  cream  ; 
And  a  princely  apple-dumpling, 

AVhich  my  own  fair  lingers  wrought, 
Shall  unfold  its  nectared  treasures 

To  thy  lips  all  smoking  hot. 

"  Ha  I  I  see  thy  brow  is  clearing. 

Lustre  Hashes  from  thine  eyes ; 
To  thy  lips  I  see  the  moisture 

Of  anticipation  rise. 
Hark  !  the  dinner-bell  is  sountling  !" 

"Only  wait  one  moment,  Jane  : 
I'll  be  dressed,  and  down,  before  you 

Can  get  up  the  iced  champagne  ! " 


'"-  \_ 


^"^^^■ms^-^ 


1\H  Vjusbani's    |.]rtition. 

Come  hither,  my  heart's  darling, 

Come,  sit  upon  ni}-  knee, 
And  listen,  while  I  whisper 

A  IjQon  1  ask  of  thee. 
You  need  not  pull  niv  whiskers 

80  amorously,  my  dove  ; 
'Tis  soniethin;,'  quite  apart  from 

The  gentle  cares  of  love. 

I  feel  a  bitter  craving — 
A  dark  and  deep  desire, 

That  glows  beneath  my  bosom 
Like  coals  of  kindled  fire. 

The  passion  of  the  nightingale, 
When  singing  to  the  rose, 
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Is  lL'L'])ler  than  tlie  a.L^oii}' 
That  murders  my  repose  ! 

Nay,  dearest  I  do  not  doubt  me, 

Tliou^di  madly  thus  I  speak  — 
I  feel  thy  arms  about  me, 

Thy  tresses  on  my  cheek  : 
I  know  the  sweet  devotion 

That  links  thy  heart  with  mine,- 
I  know  my  soul's  emotion 

Is  doubly  felt  by  thine  : 

And  deem  not  that  a  sliad<j\v 

Ilatli  fallen  across  my  l<»ve  : 
Xo,  sweet,  my  love  is  shadowless, 

As  yonder  heaven  above. 
These  little  tapi.-r  lingers — 

Ah,  Jane  !  how  white  they  be  I- 
Can  Avell  sui)ply  the  cruel  want 

That  almost  maddens  me. 

Thou  wilt  not  sure  deny  me 

^ly  first  and  fond  re([uest ; 
I  pray  thee,  by  the  memory 

Of  all  we  cherish  best — 
By  all  the  dear  remembi-ance 

Of  those  delicious  days, 
When,  hand  in  hand,  we  wandered 

Along  the  summer  bmes  ; 


ir^A 


TFIi:    HUSBANDS    rETlTlUN. 


]\y  all  wo  folt,  unspoken, 

When  'neatli  the  early  moon, 
We  sat  V)esi(le  the  rivulet. 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June  ; 
^•Vnd  by  the  broken  whisper 

That  fell  upon  my  ear, 
More  sweet  tlian  angel  music. 

When  first  I  wooed  thee,  dear  ! 

By  thy  great  vow  which  bound  thee 

For  ever  to  my  side, 
And  by  the  ring  that  made  thee 

My  darling  and  my  bride  ! 
Thou  ^^'ilt  not  fail  nor  falter, 

J*ut  bend  thee  to  the  task — 

A  BOILED  8IIEKP'«-IIEA1)  OX  SUNDAV 

Is  all  the  boon  I  ask  ! 


«^- 


'.1-3* — ^ 


'^mB 


J. 


bonnet   to    Britain. 


y\         ^  IIai.tI  Shoukler  arms  !  Kecover ! 

,Ji^  ^  As  you  were  ! 

liif^'lit  wheel  I    Eyes  left  !     Attention  ! 
Stand  at  ease  ! 
O  Ilritain  !     ()  my  country  !     AVonls  like  these 

Have  made  thy  name  a  terror  and  a  fear 
To  all  the  nations.     Witness  Ebro's  banks, 
Assaye,  Toulouse,  Xivelle,  and  AVaterloo, 
AVhere  the  grim  despot  muttered — Sfinct'  tjui  peut  ! 
^\jid  Xey  fled  darkling. — Silence  in  the  ranks  I 
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Inspired  by  tlicse,  amidst  tlie  iron  cmsli 
Of  armies,  in  the  centre  of  his  troop 

The  soldier  stands — unmovable,  not  rash — 
Until  the  forces  of  the  fo».'man  droop  ; 

Tlien  knocks  the  Frenchmen  to  eternal  smash, 

l*ounding  them  into  mummy.     Shoulder,  hoop  I 


THE     END 
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